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Editor's Note

The essayist Brian Doyle says that "we all churn inside." You
could say art is a histo1y, a validation, and an expression of this
churning. The churning is, of course, what it means to be a Imman being in a crazy, inexplicable, appalling, beautiful world.
Att proves that our own churning is not something to be suppressed but explored, reverenced, provoked, held at gunpoint,
frisked for meaning, considered calmly from a distance. In other
words, our churning is not some biological footnote-it is essential to who we are.
So what is Inscape but a journal of student churning. We have
humorous churning, tragic churning, love-struck churning,
poetic, fictional, and nonfictional churning. I think a litera1y
journal says somethi11g about our university, our sn1dents, our
staff, and our writers. It shows we recognize a vital facet of life,
this sm1ggle to make sense of things through creative outlets,
through att, to which Inscape helps give voice. It's our recognition that sn1dents at BYU are nying to figure life out in 2009.
The best art expands our capacity for empathy. We're helping
both writer and reader get outside themselves for a bit, giving
them something they can take back on the inside and use.
There 's this sntdy of jazz musicians and what happens in
their brains when they play music. Researchers hooked these

musicians up to all so1ts of machines-cords and adhesives
connecting the inner workings of their brains to sensors and
whatnot. Wired and monitored, they were given some sheet
music. They played, their brains lit up on the monitors, and
the researchers found what they thought they would find:
the basic neural communications involved when we execute
learned motor skills. Then the sheet music was removed and
they were given headphones. Researchers told the musicians
to listen to the recorded jazz and improvise over it. Now their
brains lit up in completely different ways.
Researchers discovered that when the musicians improvised, they accessed regions of the brain that deal with autobiographical information. They accessed the parts of themselves
that were most them. They accessed identity and self. It means
if you juxtaposed a musician 's brain improvising with a musician's brain telling a childhood story, the same parts would
illuminate on the screen .
A1t is deeply connected to who we are and what we become
as we express ourselves. So when you see Charlie Parker wailing
on his saxophone, he's not just running through memorized
scales. He's saying, this is me; this is who I am ; this is Charlie Parker. That is why Inscape is so important. We encourage
developing writers and a1tists in this process, and we're not
just publishing words or pictures, but pa1ts of people, which is
what a1t has always been about.

Paddington's Restless Night
by Jakob Chapman
I
Marmalade digits
push the icebox door
closed
extinguishing the light

half-past midnight
the anthropomorphic insomniac
scarfs a sandwich
listening as Mr. Brown
begins to snore
bear feet
patter up the stepscreep beside the bed
sticky paw
slipping over the nose
the mustached mouth
quenching the noise
the body growing
deathly still
under the weight
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he gathers his
slouch hat
situates it tight
between his keen earswaking no one
with the creaki ng door
t1ying so hard
to get things
right.
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My Wholesale Romance
by Sarah Quinn
I
As I slowly made my way through the aisles
ma1veling at the enormity of a ten-pound jar of pickles,
the hugeness of six gallons of mayonnaise,
I noticed the free samples-grilled salmon segments,
marinated in garlic and herbs.
The sa mple boy , dark curls spilling out of his hairnet,
brushed my hand as he gave me the small plastic cup.

"It's wild-caught," he noted.
"Yes," l said.
As he continued to distribute the samples
to an old woman buying calcium in bulk, to
a young mother with th ree children and two full carts,
I savored the wild-caught bite and pondered
the brief life of the salmon ,
it's long swim upstream before mating and death,
which are so often synonymous
when you are small and scaled.
l considered its hasty courtship, recog nizing
that in some respects
the salmon carries out its affairs more elegantly than I.
I am edging closer to the sample boy
who may or may not still be in hig h sc hool
and who, by Costco store policy,
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cannot accept my phone number
nor in good conscience ren1rn my parting wink,
a final desperate flirtation as I
fetvently wish for a toothpick.

Thanks to Ted Hughes
by Sarah Quinn
I
Closing my eyes is a promise, a little trust
which I plant on your lips like a daffodil in March.
Caution to the wind , it's going to unfurl
eve1y swish and swank of yellow, bite the air
with pollened pistils and snap. Too bad that cold wind's
com111g,
clapping its hands over the blooms and bruising
their squi nch-eyed faces.
They are green-stemmed.
With a sharp shock stalk sound they fall
when Mother brings the muddy scissors or Ma1y
steps on them with her boot and the heel goes
clench.
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A SWIMMER
by

Zac Cianflone

He knew that the guys on TV were hacks, amateurs. Sure
they were fast, but they practiced a mongrel method.
They treated the water like a mere medium between two
walls, a barrier between a goal and a stopwatch. He swam
at the local Y, but there too the hacks congregated, forever fighting against the water and babbling like idiots
in the cramped sauna. He avoided the sauna. He showed
up to the pool in the early morning, around 5:30 when
the place opened. The air was murky with chlorine and
sometimes the surface of the water was smooth-the
hacks still tucked away in bed, he chuckled to himself.
Usually though, he wasn't alone, an ambitious kid here
or there getting in extra pool time, etc, and they were
even talking about starting up some kind of early morning water aerobics class. One day he would retire and dig
out a single lane in his backyard, he thought as he lowered himself down. He swam now.
At times the tiny bubbles delighted him, cascading off
his thumbs like an endless stream of carbonation from
19

the bottom of a glass. But they alternately dismayed him
to no end: to cut the water was an art, a bubble an imperfection.
In the end, two ambitions tormented him.
One: to disappear into the water, to cut the liquid
clean with the plane of his outstretched fingers- to be
swallowed into the wakeless mass.
Two: to totally give into the imperfection of bubbles,
to be dissolved whole and destroyed by the mad water
like a tablet of Alka-Seltzer.

20

SHRESTHA MITRA
by

Shertok Samyak

I saw you for the first time when I was coming home from
campus with my roommate Naru. Sitting in a chair on
the balcony, you were tuning your guitar, your mouth
humming some melody which I failed to recognize. After
that day I saw you everywhere. I found you shooting free
throws in the Cinnamon Tree Apartments court, dribbling a soccer ball in the field behind McDonald's, playing guitar and singing with notes scattered everywhere,
arguing with other Nepalese friends about why a Mac is
much better than a PC. In every get-together I went to,
I saw you. If I happened to drop in at someone's apartment on a weekend, I would hear your voice even before
I reached the door. You laughed every time you finished
a sentence; most of the times you would be the only one
laughing. You seemed to have convinced yourself to believe that something witty- at least humorous- flew
out of your mouth every time you opened it. At least, it
seemed so to me. Gradually people grew bored with your
tedious conversations and avoided you whenever they
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cou ld. I did not blame them; you had made yourself too
available, too cheap. After all, people can take only so
much of anything, of anyone.
The only thing I liked about you was that you invited me
to play soccer, my favorite sport. You either called me on
the phone or came knocking at my door. But later I found
out you came because you almost always lacked people.
Sometimes I said I was busy or I had tests coming up, but
usually I slipped my feet into long red socks that reached
my knees and then into Nike soccer shoes, and went with
you.
On the soccer field you always tried tricks, and you always failed at them. Every time the ball generously fell at
your feet, you shouted, "Guys! This is how Ronaldo dribbles a ball." But you never went past a defender. We all
laughed, almost forgetting that a game was in play. But
you never seemed to mind. You seemed immune to criticism. I could not tell if this came out of your innocence or
your experience. But I never saw you angry at anyone.
You called everyone mitra, a word in Nepali meaning
"friend," instead of using their names. One day I called
you "Shrestha mitra. " Those who were near enough to
hear me say it laughed. You did not seem to be very fond
of that name-no Nepalese likes to be called by his last
name- but somehow the name stuck. Maybe it stuck because you did not like it. Soon everyone, exceptAmericans
and international students from countries other than
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Nepal, started calling you "Shrestha mitra." When you finally asked me to stop calling you by that name, I laughed
"Sure, Shrestha mitra." With your height stretching to six
feet and your body weighing 170 pounds, you could have
easily hushed me. But you never did. A few weeks later
you said to me again, "Please call me Sushant," which
was your real name. But by that time the name "Shrestha
mitra" had become so popular that there was nothing I
could do about it even if I had wanted to.
I went to the next-door apartment, and you were there. I
knew it. In a way I had begun to expect you everywhere I
went. My ears got tuned to your voice, my eyes ready for
your sight. I got used to it. I got used to you .
"Is there anything to eat?" you said. "I am starving."
We continued our conversations as if you had spoken
a language none of us understood.
"There is cereal," Dev said, not taking his eyes off the
laptop where he was searchingfor"Aage BhiJaane Na Tu."
You happily made your way toward the fridge. But when
you were about to open the door of the fridge, Alok said,
"But there is no milk." The room burst with laughter. You
laughed one of those laughs people use to conceal their
humiliation. I felt a little uneasy finding you struggle to
steady yourself against the drowning laughter.
"There's some milk in my apartment," I said. You looked
right through me and did not say a word.
The following Saturday you popped into our apartment
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when I was playing guitar and my roommates were singing "Yo Jindagani." After the song was over Naru said a
joke-a dirty one, naming one of the characters as you,
Shrestha mitra. The joke ended making fun of that character. We could not help laughing. You left as quickly as
you had come, disappearing behind the half-open blinds.
But we continued laughing, holding our stomachs with
our hands, long after you were gone.
Then you began to be seen less and less. At parties, I did
not see you. I did not hear your loud voice at the soccer
field. But for some reason, I never asked anyone why you
were not there. I could have easily made a phone call, but
I did not do that either. It occurred to me that people had
almost forgotten that there lived someone by the name
ofSushant, that you even existed. February came, but you
never showed up at my door.
On a chilly Tuesday morning I saw your roommate
John at the bus stop.
"Have you seen Sushant lately?" I asked him.
"Yes," he said. "He has been sick."
"What happened?" I asked out of curiosity.
"He is not sure yet." He made it short.
You had been sick for a month now. I wanted to watch a
crucial soccer match between Chelsea-my favorite cluband Liverpool. I remembered you telling me that you had
watched the entire match between Manchester United and
Liverpool live on your laptop. I decided to call you.
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"How have you been?" I asked casually.
"Just the same." You spoke in a barely audible voice. I
pressed the cell phone closer to my ear.
"What did the doctors say?"
You said something I was not hoping for. "I don't
think you want to know it."
"Why?" I could not contain my curiosity.
"Because it is rectal cancer." You caught me off guard.
There was nothing unusual in the way you said it. In
fact, your voice was tranquil as a midnight sky. But those
words deafened my ears; I did not hear anything you said
after that, anything I said after that. Next thing I remember was hanging up the phone. You were right: I did not
want to know it. On certain days I would have laughed
when you said something like that, dismissing it as a joke.
But that day I did not. I could not. There was something in
your voice that made me believe you. I thought I heard the
ache in your voice beneath your tranquility. I had always
believed that you would be one of the last people to catch
a cold or a flu. So much for your enviable muscles and intimidating height. I forgot why I had called you. Later that
night I learned from Naru that Chelsea had lost 0 - 2.
When I learned that you had suffered from rectal cancer,
for a moment I thought your nickname was the cause of
it. I knew very well it was not, but I could not help thinking it. It reminded me of the childhood stories with false
causalities that my mother used to tell me: Rahula became sick because he did not listen to his mother, or it
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rained because the Princess cried. For the first time I hated false causalities and childhood stories and my mother
for telling them to me.
Of course I was worried because you were diagnosed
with rectal cancer, but I was more worried that something might happen to you before I could apologize, leaving me with that burden for the rest of my life. I could not
decide whether to wait for you to get cured or to say it to
you as soon as it seemed appropriate.
When I went to see you in your room after about a month,
I found the door ajar. Standing at the threshold, I studied
your room. Posters of Ronaldo and Gerrard hung on either wall. The ceiling light struggled to make its presence
felt against the yellow pour of the sun that streamed into
the room through the half-open window. Perhaps your
roommate had forgotten to turn it off. You were sleeping,
your entire body covered with a red blanket. I put a bag of
oranges, apples, and bananas on your desk and prepared
to leave. But then I heard you turn to the side and saw you
lift the comforter a little. Perhaps it was the noise from
the bag of fruits that woke you up. You looked at me with
those eyes people have when they wake up abruptly in
the middle of night and they cannot tell for sure what is
in front of them.
"How are you?" I asked.
"Oh, the same." Your voice sounded as if it were coming from a distant desert, all its energy soaked by tiny
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sand particles on its way. You had lost your weight. I had
planned to talk to you for much longer and then apologize to you, but I ran out of things to say.
"Well, get well soon," I whispered and made my way
toward the door.
"Take care!" I heard you say with a lot of struggle. For a
moment I wondered if you were being sarcastic because
I was the one supposed to be telling that to you. But then
I dismissed the thought. Your roommates, Eric and John,
were playingX-box in the living room. I threw a brief smile
at them but did not say anything. I just wanted to get out.
The following day I had just come from campus when
I saw something familiar on the dining table: the bag of
fruits I had taken to you. I thought I heard the beating
of my heart. This is enough. I said it out loud. Not that
there was someone nearby. I called you, but you didn't
answer. After about an hour I called you again, and again
you didn't answer. Before going to bed I sent you a text.
You didn't reply to that either. When I called you the next
day, it went straight to your voicemail.
I became angry with you. With myself. It was just a small
joke, after all. How could you be so mad at me for a joke
that was meant for anything but to hurt you ? How was I
supposed to know the name I called you once-once, for
God's sake - would stick forever? And why did I care so
much that you were angry with me? You never were my
best friend . And there was no shortage of friends in my
life, really.
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When Naru came home from his classes, I told him
that you were diagnosed with rectal cancer.
"Looks like he made a fool out of you," he said. "It must
have been an exaggeration."
"But he was the one who told me," I protested.
"Exactly. He is more likely to exaggerate than anyone
else," he replied, with even more confidence. "Do you
remember when he fooled us with the car accident that
never took place?"
"Yes, I remember," I said, without remembering.
"It must be just a minor infection," he said with such
certainty, as if he were the doctor who diagnosed you. I
did not wish to continue. After all, what was the point of
convincing him that you were dealing with this adversity? It was very unlikely that he would go to see you and try
to comfort you.
"Yes, it must be just a minor infection," I mumbled
and left the room, slamming the door behind me.
During Easter weekend we gathered for a dumpling party.
"Does anyone know how Sushant is lately?" I asked,
without looking at anyone in particular. I blurted it out,
not sure why I asked.
"Oh, you mean Shrestha mitra - " Dev started.
"Sushant!" I found myself shouting. Everyone stopped
what they were doing-eating dumplings, dipping dumplings in the tomato sauce, surfing the internet, laughing,
wrapping dumplings- as if I had uttered "statue" in
the childhood game. "Yo Jindagani" kept playing softly,
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smoothly in the background.
"Please call him Sushant," I said quietly. But still everyone was staring at me, refusing to go back to what they
were doing, as if they demanded some explanation for
perturbing them. As if something were wrong with me.
"Ex-Excuse me," I stammered, and made my way toward the door, leaving the half-empty plate with steaming dumplings.
In early April you dropped all your classes and went to
live with your parents, who had come to visit you before
you were diagnosed with rectal cancer, in an apartment
not very far from where you had been living. I tried to
imagine the looks on your parents' faces when they
discovered that you, whom they were seeing after three
years, had rectal cancer. You would be treated with radiation and chemotherapy. When I asked if it was going to
be too expensive for you, you said, "My health insurance
will cover ninety percent of the cost. The remaining ten
percent should be covered somehow."
After about a month I went to see you again . Pravu
drove his peeling green car. I sat next to him. In the
backseat Alok and Dev chatted about how easily a single
comment made by Akash to Sid in Dil Chahta Hai breaks
their seemingly unbreakable friendship. I watched from
the window- McDonald's, the soccer field, the empty
walkway, Provo High buses parked side by side. Suddenly I heard the tires skid. I jerked forward. When we were
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about to cross the road, the traffic light had turned red.
Alok and Dev were still preoccupied with their conversation about the movie. Now they had taken sides: Alok defended Akash, saying that Akash was only joking, while
Dev believed Sid did the right thing by slapping Akash
because Akash had crossed the line of friendship. In the
thick of their conversation, the light turned green.
You lived about eight blocks from my place. I had
heard a lot of things about you: you had lost more than
half of your weight, your chance of survival grew slimmer
each day, you might go back to Nepal any day. I dismissed
most of them as rumors, even though I knew very well
that there was a good chance of those rumors becoming
true. When we parked the car and got out, we found your
apartment complex rather quiet. No people were around.
The sun painted one of the mountains red before vanishing behind it. Your apartment stood on the third floor.
Your father opened the door, and beside him stood
your mother, both wearing gigantic smiles. I was surprised to find both your father and mother much shorter
and thinner than me. I had imagined them-at least your
father-to be tall and robust like you. The only thing that
was common between you and your father was the smile:
he smiled exactly like you.
When I saw you, I felt goose bumps and staggered, forcing myself to catch the wall. I would have mistaken you
for one of the mummies that scientists excavate from the
pyramids had it not been for your smile. I felt my throat
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dry up even though I had drunk water in the car. When I
finally managed to greet you, only "Sus" came out of my
mouth, the rest vanishing into a gasp. It sounded more
like a shock than a greeting.
"Want some water, Babu?" Your mother came to my
rescue. "It's hot outside, isn't it?" I nodded and drank a
glass of tap water empty in one gulp.
You sat on an armchair, your legs stretching onto another chair. You covered yourself with your old red blanket, which had lost some of its thickness and brightness.
Indeed you had lost weight. You had grown skinny like
the second hand of the clock that punctuated the lengthy
silences between our conversations. It seemed as if someone had inserted his hand inside your body and pulled
out all your muscles, leaving you with only rickety bones
wrapped by thinnest skin. I feared that your skin might
not hold very long. If I looked hard enough, I was sure I
could count the veins in your neck. Your eyes remained
half-closed, or half-open, just enough for the light to enter them, your face yellow and uncertain. All the time you
were talking, I felt you were looking not at me, not at any
one of us, but at some distant creatures that were visible
only to you. Every time you turned to the side, I shuddered that your neck might break at any moment with a
snap. Just like that. Words struggled in your tongue like
a rainbow trout on a hook.
Yet, you smiled every now and then. Lightly, faintly,
gingerly.
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Your mother cooked us rice, chicken curry, lentil
soup, and tomato pickle. But for some reason I could not
squeeze more than three forkfuls of rice and curry down
my throat. Not that your mother was a bad cook-I just
did not feel hungry that day.
"Is it not tasty, Babu?" your mother asked me, seeing my
plate full while everyone else had almost emptied theirs.
"No, no ." I tried to sound genuinely excited. "It is very
tasty, Ama." I forced a few more forkfuls, but then when
she went to the bedroom and your father busied himself
talking with other friends, I quickly reached for the trash
can under the sink and dumped more than half of the
food. When I looked over my shoulder to see if anyone
had seen me, I saw you staring at me. But you did not say
anything. We both knew better than to say something. I
picked at the rest.
Only as we prepared to leave did I realize that I had
completely forgotten my purpose in coming to see you.
When we all reached the parking lot, I said, "I think I
dropped my wallet. I will be right back." All the way up
the stairs I thought of what exactly I was going to say.
This is it, I said to myself. Finally it was the moment I had
rehearsed in my mind so many times. But when I opened
the door, I saw you asleep. I did not dare wake you up.
Back in my apartment, I found Naru burying his head
in a bulky chemistry book.
"Is he going to be cured?" he asked me, continuing to
fix his eyes on the book. How could I ask a question like
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that to you or your parents when you were battling death?
One just cannot gather the courage to ask, "Are you going
to be OK?" in a situation like that.
"I don't know," I said at length, without meeting his
eyes. Through the window smudged with dust, I watched
the dim traffic light change from green to yellow to red
and then back to green.
In August, NEPSA, BYU's Nepalese Student Association,
collected funds- cash or check-and food from its
members and from other people, contributed a couple
hundred bucks from its own account, and lit nine small
candles in your apartment, wishing for your quick recovery. They also brought emerald poster board for a
Get Well note to go with the donation. When the note
arrived at my place, it was more than half filled. I could
not decide what to write. I read a few of the notes: We are
all praying for you . You are a fighter. Get well soon! After about ten minutes, I scribbled: Sushant! As the rain
slaps the window at an angle, I revisit the days you came
to visit me.
I could not tell why I wrote exactly what I wrote out
of all the things I had in my mind, out of all the things I
could have written. I never knew what you thought about
it. It was possible that you went through only the messages and did not bother to see who wrote what. But I
felt an inexplicable lightness at the thought that finally I gave your name back to you- the name that I had
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snatched away from you right in front of your eyes, right
in front of everyone. As I passed the chart paper to my
left, my heart flickered with the relief that I could fulfill
at least one of your requests.
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Creation: Angelic Perspective
by Cassie Keller Cole

I

In the garden angels saw man
unfold like a snake's
slick coils weaving over sand
he and she sighed like silk and spilled
beyond the comparison of stars.
The angels heard the guttural oy
of Abel as his blood nurtured soil
and the breathy sweaty gasp
of Cain when he witnessed the wounded
soul: himself, lying next to his brother.
For ages , angels lunged fo1ward
longing for life's watery elixir
to linger on their mouths-parched
from oversong and harmony;
they want to touch disjunction ,
know harsh cords against their uncalloused
minds. They ache for the rippling
green potential of sin
agam .
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Love Song
by Cassie Keller Cole
I
There are two spiders in the window.
One-shiny brown body, knobby
legs like crooked fork spikes ,
large reflective eyes that do not flutter
to seduce, all her movements measured
to web the other, without bothering
to murmur soothing, sexy words. Silently,
she holds his roundness, slowly circling
him, testing his strength , but he weakens
(flinches) as she nears, encasing himstar-splayed in her home:
a cozy abode he never meant to enter.
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CAREGIVER
by

Greta Ballif

Bedtime Routine: Wheel Alice into the bathroom. Position the
wheelchair perpendicular to the toilet and put the brakes on. Help
her undress.

My eyes darted from the instruction sheet to the 102-yearold woman reading a Jack Weyland novel in the living
room. She was shrouded in a hand-crocheted afghan, the
pale blue of the yarn contrasting with the wispy whiteness of her hair. Her face sagged slightly in the lamp light,
causing the wrinkles of her face to cast long shadows.
Her senses seemed numb to the intensity of my stare, so
I read on.
Fold her clothes neatly and place them in the box on the counter. If
the pants are soiled, put them in the laundry hamper.

"Grandma," I said, "Would you like to get ready for bed
now?"
No response.
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"Grandma!" I barked. Her eyes met mine.
"Yes?" Her feeble voice produced tinny vibrations within her throat, almost as if it had developed a patina over
the years.
"Would you like to get ready for bed?" I asked again.
"Well, yes, that would be fine," she replied.
I watched as she methodically marked the page and
then closed the novel. She paused, only slightly, to look at
the cover again and then lifted her gaze to me.
"He isn't one of the great writers, but you know something? I like him. He writes-lightly. I don't care for the
heavy stuff these days."
I nodded in agreement, quickly unlocked the brakes
and wheeled her into the bathroom.
The smell of illness was strong. I winced. The white
porcelain sink gleamed sterilely against the old yellow
linoleum counter, which was cluttered with medicine
bottles and pill boxes of assorted shapes and sizes. I
pushed the wheelchair up to the designated area in front
of the toilet and fastened the brakes. She seemed acutely
aware of my presence as she began to unbutton her blue
gingham blouse, her fingers trembling and tripping over
the buttons. I watched her struggle, each button taking
fifteen seconds of tedious attention . My desire to help her
was overpowered by the consciousness that intervention
on my part would compromise a sense of dignity she was
trying to retain. I instinctively knew that this was as uncomfortable for her as it was for me, but that knowledge
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didn't dull the painful reality of the circumstance. She finished, and I helped her remove her arms from the blouse
then placed it in the box. She then braced herself in preparation for a much more taxing undertaking: the removal
of her pants. Slowly, she inched herself to the edge of the
chair, as if she was lugging deadweight. Within seconds
she was breathless, but the work had just begun. Next
she planted her feet firmly on the ground and gripped the
arms of the wheelchair with such force that the blue veins
in her hands and arms rose up out of her sagging flesh.
Slowly and shakily, she straightened her bent elbows,
raising herself up out of the seat. Her labored breathing
rattled in my ears as I bent over to pull down the elastic pants and remove them from her legs. My stomach
churned as I exposed her naked legs, which quivered under the weight of her upright body- her knees knocked
together, shaking the cellulite of her shapeless thighs. I
swallowed hard. Hurriedly, I pulled the pant legs over her
feet and folded the slacks to be put away. As she lowered
herself down, she gasped in relief, and slowly her breath
found its natural rhythm .
Alice must have her diaper checked before bed. If it is soiled, remove the inner pad and place it in a garbage sack to be disposed
of later. Replace it with a clean one. Ifit is clean, let her know and
remind her to use the toilet.

She sat there, in her underwear, waiting quietly for me
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to locate the box of diaper inserts. Nervously I fumbled
through the contents of the cabinets until I found them.
I cringed as the sound of the crinkling plastic wrapper
filled the room. When it was ready, she hoisted herself up
yet again, making her diaper accessible to me. Biting my
lip, and trying not to breathe, I pulled the diaper down,
revealing its contents to us both. Alice looked down, but
she seemed to be staring past the soiled diaper, past the
floor, staring deeply into something that was intangible
and distant. I made quick work of changing the pad and
soon she was clean and sitting properly in her chair.
Alice's pajamas are located in the second drawer on the left. In the
summer she likes to wear the nightgown and a thin pair of socb.

The nightgown was a faded cornflower blue, a delicate
floral print from the 1950s. Without much difficulty, we
managed to pull the gown over her head and body until she was finally fully clothed. After locating the socks
in the third drawer, I gently inched them up her feet,
careful not to aggravate the arthritis in her ankles. She
watched me in silence, but I sensed a sort of approval in
her steady gaze.
Alice will clean her dentures, rinse her mouth, and wash her face
at the sink. Her facial cleanser is lornted on the windowsill. She
may need help brushing her hair in the back. After her hygienic
preparations , supervise her medication. Record the specific drug

and dosage in the medication log.
I rolled her over to the white sink where she immediately
went to work, removing her dentures and scrubbingthem
with soap and an old yellow toothbrush. She seemed to
take pride in her ability to do this alone. I watched her
sit a little taller as she finished washing herself. After
drying her face, she reached out for the wooden hairbrush, and with shaking hands took it to her snowy hair.
In staggered strokes she smoothed the feathery strands,
but she could only reach as far back as her ears. From
behind, I could see the matted mess at the nape of her
neck. I smiled at her as I took the brush in my own hands
and gently untangled the knots. Suddenly, I felt her cool
hand upon mine, signaling me to stop. I looked up and
saw my reflection standing behind hers in the mirror. I
was seeing her and me together for the first time. I considered our hands, hers still holding mine. It was pink
against pallid, smooth against sagging, strong against
shaky. But they were both hands, holding each other. We
smiled, communicating unspoken understanding. She
then proceeded to take her pills while I, in tandem, recorded the dosage, date, and time.
Alice goes to sleep in the living room. You must turn down the
bedding for her and then help her get into bed. She sleeps with the
nightlight on. Be sure to move the po1table toilet to the bedside
where she can access it in the night. Help her remove her glasses
and place them on the nightstand next to the bell. She will ring
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the bell if she needs you. Turn on the baby monitor. This is how
you will hear her in the night. When Alice is in bed, turn on the
CD player, which is programmed to play her bedtime music. Turn
off the lights before you leave.

I wheeled her into the living room. She asked to watch
the Food Network, so we sat together and learned how to
julienne carrots and squash. She talked about planting
summer squash in California with Jay. His large portrait
hung above her bed and as I lifted her onto the mattress,
I noticed her staring at his large oval face, a simple sadness in her eyes. She was distant, lost for a while.
In her absence I switched on the little nightlight in the
eastern corner and moved the hospice toilet to the left
side of the bed. I powered the CD player which played instrumental tracks of her favorite hymns.
"I can't hear the music," she breathed.
I turned the volume dial to the right. She seemed content. Closing her eyes, she sunk into her pillow and lay
still.
I looked back at her one more time before switching
off the light, and smiled.
"Goodnight Grandma. I love you."
"I love you," was all she said.

It Ended Quietly
by Austin Rory Hackett
I
He always imagined saying something memorable at the end,
something that his children would cany with them
and repeat to their children in a bedside moment.

But instead , the last thing he did before he died
was notice the leaves outside hi s window
and how when the wind blew
they would cross back and forth over a beam of light
that hit his wall throug h a slit in the nutain
and make a bright spot fade in and out.
It's like Morse code
he thought to himself.

50

Human Circus
by Tyler Singleton
I

We are the street-side
fire jugglers.
The girl dancing barefoot
with a candle
in her bouquet of orchids.
Old men playing guitar
with our backs against the wall .
We only know the tightropes
of our netves,
and look
how well wedo
with no solid ground.
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Fishing
by Mikaela Lane

I

When I watch the news
I get a good dose
of death then walk
away and do something
like make myself a cup
of tea or practice Latin dance
on the veranda , indifferent
to the fifty thousand Chinese
swallowed by the eatth .
When I was five
I went fishing with my father
and the black gardener.
The sun smudged
pink across my nose
and water licked my thighs
as I stood in the lake
holding my little bamboo rod
with the bright orange bobber.
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And then the gardener
splashed me and hissed,
"I've got one." I thrashed
through the waves and dodged
water reeds to watch
the winching of the catch .
As he wound the reel ,
the sun rolled over the sweat
that covered his body like Clingfilm.
"Here it comes."
A trout lurched into
the sky and dangled,
hanging before being
seized and slung
to the ground.
The trout slapped
its tail and gasped
against the suffocating air.
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I screamed and reached
for the fish, but the gardener
elbowed me away, sliced
the fish down the silver
center and scooped out
its glistening guts.
My watching father strode
over and u1gged
me to the lake,
placed my makeshift rod
with the bright orange bobber
back in my hands,
and left me standing.
The sun's face shattered
across the water
into a thousand little pieces.
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KEVIN HART is the Edwin B. Kyle Professor of Christian Stud-

ies at the University of Virginia. He's a respected literary critic,
philosopher, and theologian who originally hails from Australia , where he grew up. Most importantly, for our purpose in
the corning pages, Hart is known far and wide as a major poet.
He's been called original, indi spensible, visionary, and one of
the finest poets writing in English today. BYU was happy to host
him on September 8, 2009 as part of the English Reading Series, and I was fortunate to enjoy a few minutes of his time discussing literature, novel jokes, the ineffable, print culture, and
the best way to lull a baby back to sleep in the blea1y AM (with
poetty, of course). It turns out Hatt is not on ly a great poet but a
really decent, personable guy-energetic and extremely easy to
talk to. When he offered to send Inscape some original poems, I
jumped at the chance. You'll find these poems- The Dead, Tomorrow, My First Tie, Summer-and our full interview in tl1e
following pages . We hope you enjoy. As far as I can tell, Kevin
Hait is the first Ausu-alian poet to be featured in Inscape . We're
grateful for the opportunity and the support.
- BR
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The Dead
by Kevin Hart
I
Ah now the dead are coming, clocks in hand,
They're rootless from those parties at the park
All weeds and daisies now; they're calling late,
Late August streaming down , they ride it hard ,
All loose and ma1velous on gold long beams,
They' re rushing in the pleasure of fat peach,
And in the seams of clothes that sleep in lofts,
They're sidling close at dusk in windows now
Because that's all they have, except for us,
They' re filling in the gaps between thin words,
And in the words themselves when they go dark,
And in the dark itself when there's no word:
It is the night that enters us , and not
The afternoon that whispers velvet days
And darkly simmers there with weeds and words ,
Ah no, it is the night that knows the flesh ,
It is the dead that call and call too late,
And not the night with its dark words and lofts,
It is the dead that call , caress our flesh,
Clock on, cajole, command, and call again.
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Tomorrow
by Kevin Hart
I

A breeze silks through my room and smells of oak
As evening gathers round the house:
The firefly neighborhoods
Press close these days
And I walk out, as thin as summer rain ,
And see the houses holding still
And hear the cinnamon speech
Oflightning life.
A letter brought its si lence to my door
A life or two ago today
And threw its weight around
Though flies sti ll burn:
Tomorrow rain may change its slant again,
The wind may push the other way,
New fli es may flicker past
And houses last.
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My First Tie
by Kevin Hart
I
My father gave me my first tie
When I was all too young.
0 long and thin and black it was
And I climbed up a rung.
"I'll wear it at your funeral, Dad, "
I said, absorbed with black,
My father grew a foot too tall:
"Maybe I'll take it back."
He knotted it behind my neck
And I shot up an inch
I looked into a mirror, hard ,
And saw my father flinch.
When going through my father's things Stained medals, bric-a- brac I found that tie a week too late:
"Maybe I'll take it back. "
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Summer
by Kevin Hart
I
August: fat summer lounges eve1ywhere,
Enjoying all the grasses ' loopy gTeen
And that young sky whose blue has grown so rich.
The birds drink deep before they take the air.
I walk around, and reach inside the flesh
Of white oaks, yellow warblers, squirrels, pine,
And feel their puzzled gazes settle down
And start to feel at home inside a world
I barely know because I'm new to life,
Though life is old. Bruised light before a storm;
And if it came, the rapture would be clean,
In Indiana it would sweep each soul
Up in its tide of self and victory.
0 lay me down, Dark One, lay me down
Until you bend to me; be like the moon
That bathes my row of bent tomato plants,
0 lay me down, until I can be sweet,
Until the deer will kiss my eyes, and let
Me learn from them, until the summer nibs
Her sweaty flesh against me one last time.
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Kevin Hart Interview

INSCAPE: What drew you to writi ng religious verse?

KEVIN HART : Well, I was drawn originally to write poeuy, not
religious verse as such. I sta1tecl writi ng poems when I was
about 13 years old , after being introduced to Percy Shelley
and memorizing "Ozymandias" and then several other poems
by severa l other poets . Poet1y is probably religious in a sense
that it touches a layer of myste1y and the ineffable, rather than
being thematic. There are ve1y few poems which are devotional verse, but almost all of it is religious in the sense that it is
concerned with the exploration of mystery. God comes to us, 1
think, in all sorts of ways, not simply through the sacraments
and not simply through church services, not simply through
incense and candles, in my tradition. But Goel comes to us in
nature, in conversations, in reading, in all sorts of things. So,
the poetty yo u'd call religious is not a pa1ticular cut, a particular section of poetty, but is a quality, a dimension , which goes
through all ve1y great poeny.
INSCAPE : Would you say that's a quality in all of great literature?
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KH: Not in all great literature. Poetty and literature, I think, are
two different things. Poetry is the older, more noble part of literature. We call the novel the "novel" for very good reasons. It's
fairly recent in European histo1y and probably has had its day.
You know the joke about the novel: Proust shot a man, Joyce
put him in the coffin, and Beckett hammered in the nails.
That was the end of the novel. The novel still continues. People
write novels today, of course, and some of them are ve1y fine,
but as an a1t form it probably exhausted itself ve1y quickly in
two or three hundred years, whereas poetty has yet to exhaust
itself in any way. There still are astonishingly new things that
you can do in poeny that you don't seem to be able to do in
narrative fiction.
INSCAPE: What aspect do you see in poetty that lends itself to this
quality of the religious, as opposed to other fo1111s of writing?

KH: Poeuy has the ability to lead one into the unknown, the ineffable, the darkness or the light, depending on how you think
of it. Poetry is ultimately to do with a movement of experience
in the original sense of the word, namely an exposure to peril,
to danger. When one writes a poem one is exposed to something you don't know about yourself, something you may not
want to know about yourself, some layer of the self you don't
normally have contact in, or a relationship between yourself
and other human beings, or your relationship between yourself and God that you're not in control of, and going into that
relationship and bringing something back in words can of63

ten be ve1y surprising for the poet. It can expand the self It
expands the amount, the intensity of life that one has. And it
also, in ve1y great poems, can bring a certain kind of mystery
into the poem, which is not obscure. There's a very dominant
view in English literature that profundity and obscurity are the
same thing. It comes ultimately from Edmund Burke. I think,
on the contra1y, that the greatest mysteries are those which
have a certain clarity to them . You're not going into complete
darkness , but the clarity contains its own mysteries . And that
probably marks my poetty all the way through .
INSCAPE : Could you mention your work process? Do you have
a time when you sit clown and say, "Now I' m working on writing?" Is that on a weekly basis, a daily basis?

KH: Perpetual. I have this little notebook that I cany around eve1ywhere and have by my bedside table. As you can see, I write
clown things that come. Sometimes they're images, sometimes
they' re a design for stanza. Every few nights, once the children
are watching television and not going to disturb me-I must
be in a state where in my room I'm not going to be disturbedthen I go through my notebooks, and I sometimes have this
sense that something might come. Ve1y hard to tell. I mean , it's
not as though it's regular and identifiable that I get the sense
that I should try to see if something is there, and often it can
be stimulated by going over my notes. So usually for me I compose in the evenings, print out two or three versions if I have
time, take them with me the next day to work along with the

poem I've sent to myself as email and then go over it the next
few days. So I live with it until it's completely done. I try to read
over it in different moods, different times of the day, and see if
it can sway me to its own life, rather than it being swayed to my
own life. If it can snap me out of a mood, like ifl come out of
a meeting at work cross with my dean, then that's a very good
sign if I read the poem that I'm working on, if the poem can
take me completely away from being cross with the dean into
its world, then it probably is getting close to being finished.
INSCAPE : What challenges does the poet face today? Are there
unique challenges writing in the 21" centmy as opposed to
challenges that Shelley would have faced?
KH: The biggest challenge, I suppose, is indifference of readers. Increasingly, young Americans are not brought up with
poetry as something that should be a pleasure and a great love.
They are brought up to think of poetiy as difficult, arcane, for
only a special group of people to show how clever they are in
reading it. This is a tremendous pity; it's an impoverishment
of the American imagination. There are many different sorts
of poetry, and some of them are difficult. Some of them are
arcane, but many aren't. And also, there is nothing wrong in
living with a poem over a long period of life, poems that you
learn by heart when you're 10 , 11 , 12 , 15 , and you grow up
with them.
I often have said to my students, with our tmdergraduate
students-I do make them learn poems whenever I teach

poet1y-l say, you're going to remember this and enjoy it because all of you sometime sooner or later will have children,
and you're going to have the experience which I've had : You're
woken up by your baby at two in the morning, you're clog tired,
and you have to get this ang1y baby to sleep, right? The vety
best way of doing it is to recite a poem to the baby. It calms you
down . It slows down your breath . It slows clown your blood.
The rhythms of the poem have an extraordina1y effect upon
the child, and the child will go back to sleep. You can do that
only if you have the poems deeply by heart. And over the years
I've had many students who of course have become mothers
and fathers and have had this experience, and they say that
the five or six poems they learnt by heart with me, they've used
over and over again, and they talk about which poems work
better than others. So there is something practical in poems
as well.
INSCAPE: That's really beautifol. I wanted to ask you too- this

is something I ask writers lately-how do you feel about print
culture? Do you think we're ever going to lose print completely? ls that something you think about? Or do you think that's
even an issue?
KH : I think generally we're in a huge transition, that a lot of
things which are in print won't go into print. I know this simply from being a professor, thinking of faculty who are ttying
to get tenure and publish books. It's becoming harder and
harder. Poeny, however, will always be in print, because it is
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niche. You can buy books of poetry that are slim . You can take
them eve1ywhere, and people want the experience of sitting
down in an armchair, relaxing in the evening with a book of
poet1y where you meditate on it. You're not there to turn the
pages quickly. You're there to read and reread and for it to have
a spiriu1al influence upon you, ideally. So I think that's always
going to be the case. It may not be so with nonfiction. Maybe
it's going to be easier in the long run to have some version of
a Kindle for that. I don 't have a Kindle. But I can just tell that
when I travel, rather than have lots and lots of books with me,
in the encl it's going to be better to have something like a Kindle where I can read books of philosophy and theology-but
not for poeny. I'm not going to read poems on a Kindle. It's
much harder.

RESERVES
by

Jason Torfin

People will tell you that the world ending was a bad deal.
This is completely understandable of course: the sun
dimmed by ash-filled skies, radiation poisoning, virulent
disease, toxic soil, and the constant curse of starvation
have collectively squelched out billions of lives. But for
me, the end of days has been nothing short of a new beginning. The tragedy of a few billion people has been one
man's treasure, I guess.
Before the world tore itself apart, before parents roasted their infants, and before bombs, bacteria, and brutality plagued the earth, before everything green disintegrated to dust and a nebulous haze of cinder, soot, and
smoke blotted out the sun, I lived a life of abundance.
My father descended from a long line of oil tycoons.
Business was his life and sole purpose of existence. Although he inherited a fortune as vast as the ocean floors
he drilled, he prided himself in doubling it soon after
taking over the family business. An uncanny foresight
and a series of gut-busting gambles had led him to some
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of the richest and largest offshore oil fields in the world,
and in a little less than a decade his company had more
floating cranes and nodding donkeys in more places than
any other company in the world. My father was savvy and
shrewd and his business ran like a well-oiled machine,
greased by the black gold he dredged up from the bosom
of the earth.
Sometimes he would have dreams showing him where
the next well should be dug or where to build a new derrick, and regardless of what anyone thought of him, no
one could say anything about his visions, because he was
simply never wrong. He was feared within the oil business, worshipped by his 87,000 employees, and loathed
by an army of environmental organizations and leftist
politicians spanning the globe. During the height of his
reign, Forbes called my father "a prophet for the petroleum industry and the Antichrist of the alternative fuel
movement." He framed the article in his high-rise office
in Houston and often posed for pictures in front of it.
In addition to being one of the wealthiest men in the
world, my father was also regarded as one of its most
prominent playboys. He treated the women he courted
like the oil fields he mined, drilling and dredging with
relentless tenacity, then deserting them when he had
extracted all he needed from them. When my mother
became his latest hotspot, the two engaged in a short,
heated romance. Had things gone my father's way, I'm
sure he would have left her behind like all the others. But

when she showed him a pregnancy test and then a paternity test weeks later, he was trapped. Around that same
time a desert thunderhead ignited one of his largest oil
wells with a bolt of blue lightning. For two days dozens
of fire tankers and helicopters with loads of lake water
and Purple K failed to put out the blaze, while my father
watched millions of barrels of crude oil melt into smoke.
Environmentalists, reporters, and citizens of the local
community used the accident as leverage to crucify my
father and his company. Eventually, a copious amount
of dynamite detonated near the fire was able to consume
enough oxygen to "blow out" the flames . My father accepted responsibility for the accident and pumped millions of dollars into cleanup and millions more into improving his image. I think he saw my pregnant mother as
another one of these oil flares, one that he would nobly
take responsibility for and clean up. They were married
quietly a month later.
My father never spoke anything of the affair to me, so
I learned of it on my own through magazines, newspapers, and a thousand blog pages that appeared whenever
I typed his name in the search bar. As much as I wished to
deny it, nothing I read or heard could disprove the stories,
and the silent sadness that saturated the room whenever
I asked my mother about it solidified the truth.
It's hard for me to pinpoint exactly when I first began to
hate my father, but by the time I was in middle school I
was well on my way. I was imprisoned in a palace guarded
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by tutors and housekeepers, nannies and business associates visiting for the weekend. My mother had become
my second shadow, more pale, but just as silent. Yet my
father was nowhere to be seen. I can count on two hands
the times I remember having dinner with him, one hand
for the times when there were no other strangers with us,
a middle finger for the times we ate as a family alone, and
a big balled up fist for the times he spoke to me at the
table. He hardly acknowledged me , never said hello or
called me by name, never even touched me.
Instead I was given everything money could buy, which
filled the void-for a time. In fact, if circumstances had
unraveled in a more ordinary fashion, I no doubt would
have become your typical trust fund baby, relishing
month-long debauchery-filled romps and cavorting with
supermodels every night. But instead, my dad's superhuman foresight had brought him another vision; only this
time it had nothing to do with where the latest well of oil
was to be tapped.
The day it happened I was lounging on the couch with
the TV on and a comic book tucked neatly inside a large
copy of War and Peace. Mother was in the corner of the
room dozing in her favorite handmade cherry rocking
chair. Suddenly my father burst through a pair of doors
at the end of the room, causing me to drop my book and
startling Mother from her nap. He locked the doors and
moved quickly across the room, stopping about ten feet
shy of us.
80

"I have seen the future," he said.
Mother and I remained motionless as he continued.
"I will be conducting affairs from home for now," he twisted a packet of papers in his hands as he spoke. "Many
of my business associates will be coming and going, and
I expect you both to treat them with the utmost dignity
and respect."
A protracted period of silence lingered in the room,
then my father began to walk away. Just before reaching
the door he turned around.
"Starting tomorrow I will be making some modifications to the property. Please accommodate any workers
you may encounter-and stay out of their way." He exited
the same place he entered and closed the door quietly
behind him.
Construction started the very next morning. Wireless
intercom systems were installed in every room in the
house. Airtight bunker hatches replaced every hinged
door, and bulletproof glass panes six inches thick replaced every French window. Electronic steel shutters
were attached to the exterior of each window, so that
with a push of a button they would seal off every ray of
light and contaminated wisp of air that tried to invade.
My father locked himself away in the Northeast wing of
the house and I didn't see him again in person for the
next eight months. However, I saw plenty of him on the
news. My father had confided in a trusted friend about
his vision experience, who in turn blabbed to the board
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of trustees and the press by the end of the week. When
the stock started slipping, my father was forced to cease
overseeing day-to-day responsibilities of the company
until the board felt the situation had stabilized. News
programs and financial magazines jeered and mocked
my father's sudden withdrawal from society. Parodies
and Late Night sketches rarely missed a night to take a
jab at his apparent insanity. I couldn't help but agree.
Meanwhile, I was trapped inside a Victorian-style fortress, reading books and watching TV and eating an endless supply of Devil's Food cupcakes, mint frosted brownies, bread pudding, and key lime pie, all baked by the
chef. I felt a layer of pudge begin to accumulate around
my midsection and chest, but I kept eating.
One night while making a midnight cupcake raid, I
caught a glimpse of my father wandering the hallways,
still dressed in a shirt and tie. I followed after him, but
when I turned the corner he had disappeared, as if he
had faded into the walls.
Construction on the house continued: Decontamination stations were added to all the main entrances and
exits, security cameras surveyed every room and hallway,
spiraling rinds of barbed wire fenced off the ten-acre
yard from the outside, and remote .50 caliber turrets
were mounted strategically across the roof.
Over the next year my weight more than doubled . My
insatiable appetite for anything sweet, baked, fried, or
packaged in a Hostess box combined with a sedentary
82

lifestyle locked indoors helped me swell in record time.
Yet to me it happened so subtly, I almost didn't notice.
At first my mother contended, attempting to control
my diet, forcing me to walk on the treadmill daily, and
threatening the cooks with their jobs if they smuggled
me any junk food . But my midnight refrigerator raids
and covert bribes ensured that my appetite would never
go long before being sated. Soon I ignored my mother's
threats completely- what was she going to do, ground
me? Even though I saw the hurt I caused her every time
she watched me gorge myself, the isolation and loneliness I felt, coupled with the ever-growing resentment of
my absent father, compelled me to continue eating.
Then one morning deafening echoes of heavy machinery woke me. Construction had been the one constant since the lockdown, but never this loud and never
this early. I strained to pull myself up off the couch and
staggered toward the racket. The harsh sounds were easy
enough to follow, and soon I had reached the end of the
hallway that led to the ballroom. Webs of yellow tape and
neon caution cones barred the entrance. The large doors
were chained shut with a padlock the size of a small
toaster. I took an alternate route to two more entrances
and met the same fate . The last doorway, however, had
been completely removed along with the entire wall.
An enormous black curtain of plastic had been draped
from the vaulted ballroom ceilings to conceal the work
going on inside. The covering did little to dampen the

cacophonous roar of palpitating jackhammers, whirring
hydraulic handsaws, whining masonry drills, hissing
blowtorches, Kubotas and CATs hacking and groaning,
and the voices of men attempting to shout louder than
everything else. A man in an orange hard hat stopped me
as I attempted to part the curtain.
"Sorry son, nobody goes past this point, especially
when they're barefoot without a hard hat and wearing a
pair of pajamas."
"It's okay, my father owns the place," I said as I tried to
step past him.
"Sorry kid, nobody sees what's behind the curtain, even
family. Order's straight from the top. " He remained stern
and ushered me away from the construction site.
Tired and already breathing heavily from my short
walk, I headed back to my place on the couch, stopping
by the kitchen on the way. Week after week, month after
month, the construction continued. Semis tugged every
kind of heavy machinery imaginable to the front of our
house. Trucks and vans arrived hourly; forklifts transported endless shipments of palettes and crates through
our front door and past the curtain. The clanking of
metal and groaning of engines rumbled on through the
night, forcing me and my mother to wander around with
earplugs night and day.
During this time my father remained completely aloof,
and it set;med that he had dropped off the media's radar
as well. Whatever he was doing, it was secret and making

him busier than he had ever been, while I, on the other
hand, moved less and less. My weight became such a danger that I no longer left the couch for even the slightest
walk. After a while I was unable to stand altogether, which
made the use of a catheter and colostomy bag necessary.
Sores and blisters began to swell on my back and legs due
to lying on them for weeks at a time. Intense heat and
sweat would invite bacteria to congregate in these dark,
moist areas, eating away my skin. Mother established a
schedule for the help to come in periodically, rotate me,
change my bags, and hand-bathe me to prevent the accumulation of sore-causing bacteria. I weighed well over
four hundred and fifty pounds by this time-three and a
half times my original weight. Platters full of my favorite
foods and the flickering images from the screen became
my constant companions. My mother would attend to
my daily needs with the others and sometimes I thought
I saw the fear of death in her eyes, but most of the time it
was just an unfathomable abyss of sadness.
I really started to hate myself as much as I hated my father. I hated my heavy breathing. I loathed how a permanent layer of sweat glistened over my entire body and
how I was drenched whenever I had to help the assistants
flip me over. I felt shame every time I spoke, my triplet
chins quivering like a bowl of turkey drippings. My own
sour stench of sweat nauseated me. I hated what I had
become, and I blamed my father for all of it.
Life carried on this way for another year-and-a-half:
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the incessant construction, my father's absence, my
mother's depression, and my obesity. Then I noticed the
world begin to panic. The news reported an unknown
epidemic sweeping through Argentina and Chile. It exploded through the continent, consuming towns and
cities like flames surging through a dead forest. Within
weeks there were rumors of mutation and going airborne. Countries quarantined their citizens and closed
their borders. The world took a heavy breath of silence
and watched, waiting in uneasy anticipation. A hush fell
over the globe like the moments before a twister when
the sky turns green and a suffocating stillness strangles
the wind into silence.
AJmost simultaneously, three confirmed cases of the
disease surfaced in North Africa, China, and the United
States. Global mass hysteria and panic ensued, and it
was amazing how fast the world crumbled. Nothing had
spread this fast through the Americas since smallpox
and it raged through the states without remorse.
A few more months passed, and then one morning
the regulars that attended to my bathing, changing, and
feeding came in with something new. They wheeled in
an object resembling a hybrid between a luxury recliner
and a hospital gurney. My mother explained that it was
an electric bed, created for the same purpose as an electric wheelchair. It would make me more mobile in case
of an emergency, she said. It was essentially a mattress
with wheels and a joystick. Despite my protests, she told
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me that this was my father's order and that he had custom designed the bed and retrofitted every doorway in
the house so that I could navigate the mansion without
impediment.
The eight assistants pulled out a large canvas that resembled a medium-sized trampoline and held it tight over
the space next to me. Three of the assistants came around
the other side of me and rolled me onto the canvas, which
immediately drooped as the five remaining assistants
struggled to hold me up. The three others returned to help
carry me over to my new bed. I felt like a killer whale being
transplanted into another tank. I was rolled very carefully
off the canvas and onto my new mobile bed.
I spent the remainder of the afternoon tinkering with
the various buttons on the command panels, located on
both armrests. There was a pilot stick on each side that
allowed me to steer and accelerate by pushing forward
and to brake by pulling back. It had a switch for reverse
and a built-in speaker where I could page one of the staff
by holding down a button and talking. A universal remote
programmed for every television in the house was included, as well as a built-in massager and an alarm button for
emergencies. A number of buttons could move the bed
into an upright position or flat, with all the variations in
between.
As soon as I felt comfortable, I zoomed around the
halls of the mansion for the firsttime since I had become
bedridden, and as much as I wanted to hate my father

more for forcing me into such a ridiculous thing, I had
to admit it was extremely useful. It did everything for me ,
everything but stop me from devouring food.
Even then I realized the harm I was causing myself,
but still I ate-every bite, every gulp, every swallow my
only means of revenge. By destroying myself bite by bite,
I felt I would somehow exorcise the demon of my father
from my body. I was punishing myself for never having
the guts to confront him, and so eating became a sort of
ritual, a purging.
Three days after receiving my new bed, I woke in the
morning to a loud vibration shaking the house. I pressed
the emergency button and spoke into the radio, but no
one came or responded. I steered myself around the
mansion. The housecleaners and chefs were gone. The
construction crews and delivery trucks had vanished.
When I wheeled into the ballroom it looked the same as
it always had-even the missing wall was replaced. There
was no sign that any work of any kind had taken place.
Later in the day my mother found me and told me with
an extra sigh of sadness that my father had lain off all the
staff and workers indefinitely and that he was putting our
estate on total lockdown. Every shutter had mechanized
into action, air-locking every window and door. The turrets were armed and the elaborate alarm system activated around the house.
When the last air locks finally wheezed and snapped
shut, we were sealed in, entirely removed from the out88

side world. Although there was only the three of us left
in the house, we saw no more of each other than usual.
My father remained locked away in the Northeast wing,
pretending there was still work to do while three quarters of the world lay dead or dying. My mother took over
my daily needs by bringing me my regular meals, changing my refuse bags every day or two, and answering my
summons for snacks. Occasionally I would see her late at
night standing in the doorway, staring at me through the
TV-illuminated darkness.
Eating and watching the news consumed the majority of my time. The only thing rivaling my obsession with
food was watching the world unravel. The news stations
broadcasted less frequently. The airwaves filled with
droning beeps and color bars in between reports. Already
three of the major stations had been forced to shut down
due to lack of healthy employees who had not been infected. This left only the insane or devil-may-cares of the
reporting world to bring any news from the outside.
The reports talked about rumors of chemical warfare
and biological sabotage, and soon threats and epithets
shot back and forth between countries. What was left of
national armies and militias mobilized, despite the constant hand of death still snuffing out thousands daily. All
vaccines created had failed.
Then some idiot politician hiding away in some bunker in the desert decided to throw out the word nuclear in
a worldwide video conference, and soon a dozen nations

were running around flaunting their nuclear warheads,
like primitive cave dwellers shaking their spears and
banging clubs at one another.
All of this must have triggered something in my father,
because it compelled him to speak directly to me and my
mother after months of silence. I remember his raspy
voice growling over the intercom that day.
"All members of the household report to the ballroom
within thirty minutes." No explanation, no invitation.
Just a command.
Initially, I planned to defy his orders by remaining in
front of the television, but the curiosity about the ballroom got the best of me. I clasped the pilot stick and
heaved forward . I whizzed toward the ballroom, my bed
humming like a speeding golf cart. I hollered and shouted for my mother as I went; I hadn't seen her at all since
my father's announcement. As I rounded the corner of
the hall, I caught a glimpse of her silhouette lit up by a
single, dim lamp.
I moved into reverse and pulled partially through the
doorway, calling for her as I did so. Her back was turned
to me and she stared at an old, oil landscape painting on
the wall of a small cottage nestled away in some snowy
mountain range, a thin plume of smoke rising from the
chimney. She turned to meet my gaze. She was thinner
than I had ever seen her. After a moment or two, she
moved close to me and kissed me tenderly on my sweaty
forehead. She forced a smi le and brushed away a tuft of
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my hair dangling across one eyebrow.
"Did you hear the announcement?" I asked.
"Yes, go on ahead dear. I'll join you in a few minutes,"
she spoke in a hushed voice.
I started to resist, then thought better of it and drove
out of the room.
As I wheeled into the ballroom my father stood in
the center of the polished dance floor. He had aged so
much since I last saw him. All of his hair and stubble had
bleached white. The horseshoes under his eyes had darkened and age spots and wrinkles splotched and carved
their way into new territory on his skin. Slowly waving his
hand, he beckoned for me to come closer. A little wary, I
putted toward him.
"We're leaving. The future is upon us."
He pulled from his pocket a remote with a touch
screen. He tapped and slid his fingers over the glass until
a sudden jerk of machinery shook the floor. The center
of the room began to slide away, the wooden planks of
the dance floor receding into the walls and revealing a
chrome sheet of steel beneath. When the process completed, my father walked onto the vast metal platform and
motioned for me to follow. I asked him about my mother
and he told me she would be joining us shortly. I drove
onto the platform next to him and felt an abrupt locking
of my wheels. I heaved back and forth on the sticks, but
the bed didn't budge. The platform was magnetized for
safety purposes, my father explained. He made a series
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of swipes and taps again, and pulses of electricity surged
somewhere underneath us. Fans whirred into action.
The platform under us jolted abruptly and then began to
sink through the floor.
"We need to wait for my mother!" I wrenched the sticks
and pressed every button and strained to lift myself up.
Regardless of how hard I struggled or how loud I grunted,
I could barely move under my tremendous weight, like
being buried under a body of sand at the beach.
I screamed and yelled, but my father remained still.
The long platform plunged us deeper into the earth, the
light dimming as we descended.
The floor above us slid back into place and made a
harsh sucking sound, sealing us in a vacuum of darkness.
Even as I felt the platform shudder to a stop, I continued
shouting, the glowing screen of my father's remote the
only light in the black. A long strand of fluorescent lights
suddenly flickered on. My father walked off the platform.
We were inside a control room full of monitors and computers and an enormous steel door that looked like it belonged in an airplane hangar.
Tubes of light still spurted to life as the massive door
began to open. My father approached me. I called him a
liar and accused him of deserting my mother. He stopped
a short distance away from me.
"Your mother made her choice. She chose to stay and
face what is to come. The world will burn, but we will
survive."
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I cursed him again and told him I wasn't going anywhere. He punched a few more buttons on his remote
and my bed began to roll forward. He was piloting me off
of the platform toward the door; nothing I touched on
my own control panels could stop my movement.
He steered me through the enormous doorway into an
austere tunnel, white and empty and endless. I passed
numerous silver doors, my father walking behind me as
he propelled me forward with his remote. My bed suddenly stopped. A shrill beep sounded from the wall as my
father slid a plastic card through an electronic lock. The
door next to it clicked open and my father entered. The
bed jerked forward and I rolled into the room after him.
It felt like a large hospital room. A large plasma screen
was mounted on one blank wall. There were some cupboards and a counter, a lamp on a small table.
The rage inside me festered and increased, but I was
imprisoned in a straightjacket of fat . My father explained
that my own controls would be deactivated for the time
being and that this would be my room. Then he walked
away and locked the door behind him. I lay in the dark
and sobbed.
I woke up sometime later in pain. I hadn't eaten in at
least six hours and my insides were churning. There was
a small cupboard and closet in the room, but I had no
way to get to them. I began to panic. The heavy weight I
always felt from the excessive blubber padding my bones
doubled, as if sandbags were being tossed over my entire
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body. My throat tightened, my temples throbbed, and my
eyeballs rattled with pain. My father entered the room
and clicked on the lamp. He was carrying a cafeteria tray
topped with food. He handed it to me without a word and
I immediately started shoveling in heaping spoonfuls
of oatmeal and guzzled down a bottle of orange juice. I
crunched on large bites from a juicy apple and scooped
in forkfuls of powdered eggs.
The meal had barely numbed the sharp pains and nausea and I was still starving. I asked for more. My father
told me there would be no more until morning but that
he would take me on a tour of the rest of the shelter if I
liked. I screamed in protest as he walked out of the room.
That night I felt more pain than I had ever experienced
before. It was also the first night that I heard the earth
tremble. Everything above rumbled, shaking dust from
the walls of my room and cutting off the light from the
lamp. For hours, faint exploding sounds of shattering
glass, bending steel, and crumbling brick echoed from
above. Then everything went dark. After what seemed
like half a day or more, I heard the loud hum of generators reverberating through the walls and the lamp in my
room sputtered back to life.
Despite the urge to dismiss the tremors as a simple
product of plate tectonics, I told myself I knew better. My
mother was dead- the world was on fire, just as my father had said. The rest of the night our shelter shook under the preceding blasts, each explosion solidifying the
94

notion that there would be no going back.
The next day was uneventful and I had trouble decidingwhich was worse: the excruciating hunger, or the boredom of being stranded on a bed with nothing to do. My father came in three times that day with a tray loaded with
food, mostly healthy stuff I hadn't eaten in a long time.
Every meal was moderately portioned, a picture perfect
display of the food pyramid. There were so many things I
wanted to scream at him, so many things I wanted to do
to him, but I didn't say anything because the fear of him
not returning with sustenance overpowered my hatred
for him, and I didn't pound him because I couldn 't even
take a dump on my own, let alone stand up and throw
a punch.
I woke the following morning from an uneasy sleep.
It had been three days at least since my mother had
changed my colostomy bag and catheter. I had to replace
it soon or I'd be lying above a puddle of my own piss and
feces . When my father came in that morning I had no
choice but to ask him. I despised the thought of having
to ask him for anything, especially when it dealt with the
removal of my own fecal matter. I secretly hoped that he
would refuse, that he would get up in my face screaming
at me, telling me what a tub of lard I was. But to my dismay, nothing like that happened. When I asked him he
nodded, handed me my tray, and walked out of the room.
A few minutes later he returned with fresh bags, and despite a few spillage scares and a couple uncomfortable
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pokes, I was able to walk him through the process in a
matter of minutes. I never asked him where he got the
bags from, how he knew, or even why he had thought to
buy them; mainly because I enjoyed the thought that perhaps long ago, before the world had turned on its head,
he had thought of me.
I passed through the next few weeks never sleeping,
never fully awake. My hunger was never completely satiated, but slowly the aches and pains and stars of hunger
twirling in my eyes dimmed and then faded away altogether. The third or fourth day after the first blast all television reception had ceased, and so each night I was left
alone with only my gurgling pangs of hunger to break the
silence. One night, after weeks of monotony, my father
carried in something extra along with the usual cafeteria meal. He balanced the tray on one shoulder and with
the other he carried a small radio. I stuffed my rations
and watched him tinker with knobs, dials, and switches,
searching for order and reason in a sea of chaotic static.
Crunches and high-pitched frequencies were the only
sounds wailing through the speakers. Giving up in frustration, he turned down the volume knob, but not far
enough to click off the power. Soon after he left the room,
I had to force myself to stifle a small sentiment of gratitude toward him for trying.
Day after day my father made his punctual deliveries
and periodic waste removals like clockwork, and gradually the groans from above lessened and then faded al-

together. The television and radio remained devoid of
all signs of life, but we never shut them off, maintaining
the hope that eventually someone would appear on the
other end. I had long since refrained from any sort of verbal abuse toward my father; when you're almost twenty
and someone is still changing your diapers and feeding
you, by default you sort of have to respect them. Besides,
my father's rigorous daily diet was paying off. Some
weight had started to come off, and I was finally able to
fully extend my arms above my head for prolonged periods of time.
We might have carried on our silent routine forever, if
something hadn't interfered. One evening as my father
handed me my final meal of the day, the faint crackling
of static suddenly grinded from the radio. Fluctuating tones undulated in the static and my father rushed
over to tune in the signal. By adjusting a few knobs he
was able to hone in on a faint buzz separate and distinct
from the static. Gradually a haunting whine of a violin
emerged from the discordant sound. A few more slight
calibrations increased the clarity and brought the melody into focus. The two of us rested in awe, listening to
a mournful elegy pushed and pulled across steel strings.
Every note zipped and wailed like an entire chorus of
bees humming in perfect pitch. Sharp crescendos and
drastic falls sliding into wide, sad moans encompassed
us, rendering both of us motionless on a web of sound.
It was during this moment that I saw something utterly
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foreign to me: a glinting tear trickling down my father's
cheek. The crackJing and crunching started up again and
soon choked out the violin in a cacophony of static.
Why this single token of emotion suddenly sprouted
sympathy for my father remains unclear to me. But as he
made for the door that night, I let go of the intense desire
to hurt him-and asked him to show me the rest of the
shelter.
He stood in the doorway for a long time. I desperately
wanted out of my skin so that I could walk over to him
and watch his face process my request. After some time,
he returned and pushed me out of the room.
He wheeled me through the doorway and down the
circular white corridor. The wheels squeaked as we made
our way down the hall past scores of doors on both sides.
An enormous steel door capped off the end of the hallway.
My father swiped his plastic key card through a slot on
the right and it slid open. We entered as more pipelines
of fluorescent tubes hummed on above, revealing one of
the most enormous spaces I had ever seen.
Industrial steel shelving units at least seventy feet
high were staggered for hundreds of yards in all directions, aligned with the precision of a highly disciplined
military platoon. Carefully measured pathways had been
placed in perfect symmetry to provide access to the walls
of boxes stored on the shelves.
As he wheeled me down a row, I marveled at the sight;
the amount of supplies contained in this space must

have rivaled those of a small country. Boxes of emergency crackers and biscuits; stacked jars of preserves, potatoes, tuna, salmon, and cabbage; barrels of flour, sugar,
and salt; plastic bags packed with space blankets and
ponchos; palettes of distilled water piled neatly on the
shelves. We continued past an entire quadrant that had
been sectioned off as a library, ladders the height of half
a football field propped up against frames crammed with
books, magazines, newspapers, movies, and music. Further on I saw the largest gun rack I had ever seen, everything from hand grenades to automatic shotguns, Desert
Eagles to trip mines perched on large metal hooks on the
wall. There was an enormous kitchen and meat freezer.
A spacious home theater. A utility wall displaying chainsaws and rakes, power drills and hammers, shovels and
ice picks. He showed me the decontamination space full
of waste management suits, disinfectant sprays, and gas
masks. There was a pharmacy and an operating table. An
extensive exercise facility complete with weights, treadmills, and a basketball and racquetball court.
My father moved me through the tour in silence, gazing along with me at the mass of supplies he had gathered. When he had shown me the entire shelter, he
wheeled me back to my room and left me alone again
without a word.
I was awakened the following morning by the sound
of my father bringing me my breakfast. All the usual
types of foods were there: powdered eggs, dried berries,
99

a glass of apple juice from concentrate, a couple slices
of turkey bacon, and this morning: a chocolate cupcake
with a small flaming candle protruding from the center.
My father cleared his throat and shuffled his feet.
"Happy Birthday, son."
A multitude of emotions overtook my powers of
speech. Just as he was about to close the door I spoke.
"Thank you ."
He turned around.
"It's nothing. I got more of the things than I know what
to do with." He closed the door behind him.
That afternoon I made my first successful attempt at
raising my legs a few inches into the air.
The following morning my father came in to make his
customary rounds of changing my bags. While I started
in on my breakfast, he stooped over to make the switch.
I heard him make a loud groan and turned to see him
clutch his shoulder and crumple to the ground. He went
rigid and his face wrinkled into a grimace as he struggled
to breathe through clenched teeth. I called out to him,
asking him if he was all right. His face started to flush
purple. He tried to pry himself up off the floor by using
the counter as an anchor, but instead stumbled backwards onto the floor, his arm flailing across the counter
as he went down, sliding the contents of my breakfast
tray across the room.
He slowly writhed, flat on his back, the hand over his
heart rising with irregular, shallow breaths. I desperately
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tried to move myself toward him, swinging my arms back
and forth to build momentum that would take me in his
direction. When I was close enough, I stretched out my
arm and grabbed hold of his hand. Short, stifled breaths
sputtered out of him and he mumbled and whispered
words I couldn't hear. I asked him what I could do and he
whispered for me to leave him be. The intervals between
breaths lengthened and he closed his eyelids to blink
away the tears building up in his eyes. He gripped my
hand tightly and looked directly at me for the first time.
"I'm sorry," he whispered. He sucked in another few
gulps of air, exhaled them all with a final breath-and
then silence.
I felt his withered hand go limp and stared at his still
body. The purple in his face dissipated and the glossy
trails of tears streaming from the corner of his eyes
dried. I started sobbing. It was soft at first, but with each
heave of my chest the sobs became more violent, until
I was screaming as loud as I could and smashing my
fist through sheetrock walls. The frustration of being
trapped inside a useless body tortured me, like a starving
pit bull staring at food just out of its reach .
I lamented for hours until I fell asleep, like a toddler
wailing in a crib until it's fuel of tears and sobs has been
expended. The next morning, my father's stiff corpse
haunted me until I could no longer stand it. I grabbed
onto his body and pulled the remote he always carried
with him from the chest pocket of his shirt. It took me a
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couple of hours to figure out how to unlock the manual
override to my bed, but when I did, I left the room and
locked my father inside.
For the next few days I spent hours wandering the
shelter, abstaining from food or drink of any kind. After
twenty-four hours with nothing to eat or drink, I started fading in and out of consciousness. In between the
blackouts I rolled around the mansion sobbing, hollering, cursing like a madman. On the third day I could no
longer fight back the hunger and I ate three entire boxes
ofTwinkies I found in the kitchen and guzzled an entire
gallon of distilled water over the course of a few hours.
Then I vomited it all back up.
The next few weeks are still rather hazy for me. Pendulum swings from fasting to bingeing. Blackouts. Vomiting. Weeping. Night terrors. I do remember being so frustrated once that I drove my bed repeatedly into the gun
rack in the storage warehouse, using myself as a battering ram to knock a weapon loose from the towering shelf.
On one particularly violent slam, a 9-mm double-action
tumbled off the shelf onto the floor. I found a couple of
nearby broomsticks and used them like a pair of chopsticks to pick up the weapon. Iron tingled on my taste
buds as I wrapped my mouth around the barrel. I pulled
the hammer back and squeezed the trigger. A hollow
click made me blink and I tried again a little less reluctantly with the same result. I slid out an empty clip and
looked back up at the shelf. All the ammo was stacked
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in large crates another thirty feet up from where the gun
had been dislodged from the shelf. I hurled the useless
pistol high into the air and listened to the clanks echo
through the labyrinth of shelves.
A number of similarly ineffective suicide attempts ensued over the weeks that followed. The toaster I snatched
from the kitchen and wheeled into the shower gave me
a pounding headache and left a nasty burn on my stomach. I swallowed an entire bottle of pills I found in an
emergency medical kit that turned out to be nothing but
vitamins. Slitting my wrists occurred to me almost daily,
but I couldn't get over the blade. And every time I contemplated hanging myself, some little voice would laugh
hysterically and remind me that even if I could find a
length of rope within my short reach, there would be no
rope on earth that would hold up my fat ass long enough
to strangle me.
Then without even realizing it, this tumult of trauma
and sadness covering the gamut of negative emotion
slowly subsided, and I leveled out. I started eating the
meals exactly the way my father had prepared them. I
perused the lowest shelves of the storage room library,
straining to reach a copy of Les Miserables, Catch 22 , or a
collection of Calvin and Hobbes. Every day I carried films
to the theater and laughed at Charlie Chaplin, Buster
Keaton, and Jerry Lewis. Audrey Hepburn hypnotized me.
I fell asleep to Chopin, Berlioz, and Beethoven.
I lost weight. And then some more. I tried to stand up
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and fell down- hard. The next day I walked a hundred or
so feet, using the lowest shelf as a handrail. In a month
I took my first unaided steps in over two years. I found a
room full of instruments and took up guitar. I fired up
the treadmill and started hefting weights. I used the toilet by myself.
In one single year I lived my life more fully in a hole
in the earth than all of my years on the surface combined. The shelter became the greatest well my father
ever drilled, his last and greatest gift to me. It rebuilt my
body and gave me back my soul. Yet despite my lifted
spirits and improved health, the thought of my dead father locked away in a room ate away at me. I knew that no
measure of peace would ever come to me so long as his
rotting corpse remained in that room.
Finally, after long deliberation, I decided to do something about it; I would return him to the surface for a
proper burial. I spent the next few days in the decontamination room reading manuals on how to use the gas
masks and rubber contamination suits hanging on the
wall. Once I felt comfortable, I suited up, grabbed a few
tarpaulins and coils of rope, and headed for my father's
makeshift tomb. Although I doubted the presence of
some all-powerful being, I found myself facing the door
to the room, offering up a silent prayer that I would be
able to handle what awaited me on the other side.
I was grateful for the absence of smell created by the
mask as I wrapped up his decomposing remains in the
tarps. I tied the bundle off at both ends as quickly as pos104

sible and dragged it into the hallway. I brought back my
old bed to use one last time. After placing the bundle on
the mattress, I used it to ferry the body down the long
hallway toward the platform that so long ago had lowered the two of us down to this place. Before heading to
the surface, I went back to the warehouse for a shotgun
and fifty shells, a long field knife, a shovel, and strapped
on a flamethrower just for kicks.
As the platform jerked into motion, I imagined what
the surface would look like after four years. The thick
plate above groaned out of hibernation and as the air
lock hissed open, I saw a sliver of gray. The platform continued to rise and the steel ceiling retracted further. I felt
a chill and then stared at snowflakes tumbling onto my
goggles. The platform lurched to a stop and I looked at
the place previously known as our ballroom.
Windswept snow and ash powdered piles of rubble.
Dunes of snow shifted under a gray sky. The sun hung on
the horizon like a dying light bulb suspended behind a
thick sheet of frosty glass. All around a desert of white
and gray covered everything.
I tugged the bed off the platform and dragged it over
thirty or forty feet of charred lumber, brick, and slush to
where I thought our front yard used to be. I shoved the
spade of the shovel into a dry pile of snow. The first few
shovelfuls were easy enough, but when I thrust down
again, the blade of my shovel ricocheted from the frozen soil with a dull ringing sound. Gusts of frigid wind
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bit through the plastic suit as I stabbed the soil in futility.
Who would have ever believed me if I had told them that
in the near future they'd be unable to break soil in Houston in June? Probably as many as believed my father,
I suppose.
I dropped the shovel, unwrapped the tarps, and pulled
them away from the body and the bed. I moved all the
supplies a safe distance away. Then pulling the nozzle of
the flamethrower from the holster on my hip, I gripped
it with both hands and pulled the trigger. A stream of
orange spewed from the barrel and drenched the target in flames. Wet snowflakes sizzled and popped in the
blaze and sounds of melting plastic shrieked in the heat.
I scorched my father and bed down to a pile of charred
metal, ash, and embers that scattered with the breeze,
peppering nearby snowdrifts with flecks of black, orange,
and gray.
That night I sanitized my old room and scrubbed the
stains from the floor as best as I could.Just as I was about
to lock up the room forever, I noticed the old radio still
sitting on the shelf. The thing was still turned on.
It was that night that I made my first broadcast. Since
then I have told my story daily for the past eighteen
months. I have also made numerous trips to the surface, searching for any signs of life. Sometimes I wander
the rubble-laden wasteland for miles, imagining what I
would do if I ever found another living human being. I've
spent countless hours planning the first things I would
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say to them. But lately I've been thinking that initially it
might be best not to say anything at all, just stand at a distance and wait. Then when they smile I will tell them that
I have food, shelter, and supplies for thousands- and
with a friendly wave I will beckon for them to join me.
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Junkyard Love Elegy
by Derk Olthof
I

Chipped green glass paves oil-soaked paths between the
walls of multihued abandon-metal
flesh stacked on cinderblocks, our bodies obscenely
displayed according to their years of waste. Tangential
chariots, a hundred horses in our mouths,
each horse kneels, bleeding black from broken legs.
Shot-our carcasses were hooked and drawn out
of black stone rivers to a razor-fenced lot. The dregs
of potholes-our rust and rot. Purple membranes
of gasoline cling to puddles like cataracts
reflecting rancid rainbows. And our names?
Would you believe we were called Cadillacs?
Now, here we lie in the dross of junk-yard lanes
while dirty hands extract what wholeness remains .
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II

Those dirty hands once had the touch to turn
us anywhere they would. To the unending ends
of their Lethean rivers. Now we yearn
to tread their sunken granite walls again .
But broken is forgotten. Drive on drive
on we drove moving men to their dreams,
but finding only mutual demise.
There is no rest. Men are strange machines,
and unlike us, they drive even when broken.
And within the scrap heaps of their glass dark
towers, they lift their shame, like us, holding open
their hoods while filthy hands search the inner parts
for something to replace what is missing inside.
And somehow end the constant need to drive.
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Memory of Jazz
by Kelsey Smith
I

Jazz.
Was sultty.
Accidental.
Coffee, with buzz.
WasExclamatmy German hushed by saxophones .
Jazz.
Was sweet.
Sexily
Sizzling, in cups.
Was-
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SEED
by

Ashley mae Christensen

The days and nights were so hot and so humid our second summer together. I loved you, even then . There was a
big town thermometer in the front lawn of a cinderblock
home, ten blocks from our rented house. It spindled
like a skinny soldier, just taller than the tin roof of the
humble house. The thermometer preceded what little
technology the country enjoyed; it stuck there, its metal
stand pushed into the hard, black soil, the weeds growing up around it. Rambunctious boys vandalized sides of
buildings, abandoned cars, and park benches, but they
never touched the thermometer. They must have recognized that the crudely painted, tin device was a sacred
reminder to us all that what we were living was difficult,
and therefore significant.
The red line of the thermometer rose and fell each
day. The older, knobby gentleman who lived in the home
moved the metal strip up and down through the afternoon as he took note of the temperature. He was the
most important man in the city between the months of
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November and April. The higher the temperature, the
more the neighborhood reveled. "Worst summer in
twenty years, do you know that this part of the country
gets hottest of all? " "I once was hospitalized in heat like
this-stayed three hours on an I.V. I'm likely to end up
back there if this keeps up, you know?"
No matter that the man in charge of keeping the thermometer had no accurate way of anything exact; Uruguayans lean toward the dramatic. So you and I wrote letters home telling of record temperatures.
Our misery grew simultaneously with our joy. Or
perhaps they both simply made us feel alive, and thus
have always been the same thing. It took me a while to
catch on, but I learned it was easy to engage conversation about the crippling heat and humidity, the best way
to make life-long friends in a new place. So I did talk. I
spoke fluent Spanish with an American accent, but was
always well received when I exclaimed, "iQue horrible!
iQue calor mas brave!" Everywhere I went I made a sport
of lively complaining.
You and I even began to complain to one another in
our kitchen, not because we needed to say it, but because
even married people will do anything to feel a little closer,
to share one more experience. We walked each morning
before school to the fruit stand and each day I noticed
that my stomach touched the inside of my dress less
and less. I wasn't wasting away, but I was losing weight.
Maybe it was adjusting to a foreign country, maybe it was
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standing day after day at the front of a classroom full of
illiterate adults who were not convinced that this would
get them a job, maybe it was learning to be in love that
made me skinnier. One year later, my stomach would
grow the other direction.
Saito, our town, was known for its variety of oranges:
navel oranges, red oranges, oval oranges, ruby oranges.
They were all I wanted to eat. Oranges and the popsicles
frozen in little baggies, homemade and sold from the
front door of every other house for a peso.
We ate oranges for breakfast while sitting on our beds,
the sun low, just above the line of the tall grass in the
backyard. There was one spindly lemon tree standing in
the corner near the dilapidated fence. The tree was shorter than it should have been, more brittle, too few leaves,
perhaps a symbol of the country in which it was born.
Near the top, in a place where one could reach up
above one's head and stand on tiptoes, a small lemon
was slowly ballooning outward into the world, taking
up a little more space every day, aware of its taking and
needing a place in a world where not everyone had even a
plate of rice to eat for dinner.
We were also aware of the lemon, though we didn't begrudge it for its selfish need for material, air, and space
for growing. Rather, we pointed to it, from its very conception bud, to its flowering childhood, and now, into
the thick-skinned green oval hanging shyly from a firm
stem from the top branches of a small brown tree . In the
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coming month, in spite of, or perhaps thanks to the heat,
the skin would yellow, pull tighter, thinner and more porous.
One evening, before dusk, we walked to the edge of
the yard, and because you were just a bit taller than me,
you reached up and plucked the lemon down, turning it
in your hands, Jetting the roundness fill in the deep C of
your palm. We looked close and rubbed the smooth skin
against our cheeks; you rubbed it against mine and said,
"the only lemon of the year, la primera limon del ano,
quizas la unica. " We could look deep into the shadow
moons of the lemon's skin and perhaps it would speak
to us of its history.
We might see a scene two hundred years ago: ships
full of sailors and explorers and men longing for faraway wives, ships rolling across the sea from the eastern
shores of this country. Did the men on those ships ache
for home? The lemon-not this lemon, but its ancestors- were on that ship then. The fruit, a rich source of
vitamin C, was known to ward off the dreaded paleness,
open sores, and depression that came with scurvy, and
from being thousands of miles from home. Perhaps their
wives sent them with lemons, in hopes that they might
return to them, safe and in Jove.
Later that week, you made me tea from the lemon when
I was sick and throwing up. Looking at the lemon, we
pondered what it means to be home, what it means to
be so close to one another and still ever treading into the
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unfamiliar.
One round window on the lemon's yellowed skin
might show us its particular origin, might tell the two of
us how a scraggly, dying lemon tree came to live in the
backyard corner of our house in this poor neighborhood.
It might show us the stray cats fighting and forcing love
all night under its branches, the noises so awful. I woke
up and threw a cup of water through the metal bars and
out the open window once, in hopes of ending any injustice. Then I lay back down and turned over to you, your
skin rounded like baked clay in the white moonlight.
Were you thinking of names for our children then?
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Grand Parents
by Miki Smith
I
My Papa has brown skin,
My Obaasan has yellow.
My Papa's legs are bowed
and he is shorter than he was.
My Obaasan's wrists are worn
and well-stricken, bone shown
through wrinkled paper
She still cooks and cleans for him.
My Papa's feet are gnarled
and his toenails jut out like bayonets
like he used to use.
My Obaasan's legs are bamboo
thin and knobby,
She still bends down.
My Papa's hair is texn1red snow
He still combs it 'cause he earned it.
My Obaasan's eyes have no lids
and her face has Time on it,
but she colors her hair jet-black authentic
because she wants to look nice for Him .
My Papa shoots up insulin everyday
has a metal ticker
and he takes pills like candy,
My Obaasan makes sure.
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He can still laugh, hardy
and sing, lovely.
My Obaasan hums along sometimes.
My Obaasan's breasts droop low
and her short figure is disproportioned
My Papa still thinks she's sexy.
My Papa is retired with milita1y pension,
and he watches game-shows
in orthodox fashion .
My Obaasan finds the remote for Him .
My Obaasan is my Papa's
Passenger driver, always.
And she calls me
By my mother's name. I let her
Because I have my mother's face , and
My Obaasan used that name to get to
America .
My Papa had to go back to the war when
He fell in love with the enemy.
They are my Grand Parents.
I find them
On rarest occasion
Holding hands
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Twenty-eight Elk Drown After Falling Through Ice
by Calvin Olsen
I

at Luck-y Peak Rese1voir,
Janua1y 2004.
The ice is thick enough to stand
the weight of a few, if far
between (su-ength in numbers
remains dependent on strategy).
Herds plunge into the water
year afi:er year, beating their way
to the shoreline with their hooves.
However, a particularly bitter
season of snowfall condensed the ice,
rendering it unbreakable.
Somewhere between instinct and panic,
hypothermia set in, lethargically killing
them as a fu ll moon clung to the spillway.
From the cliffs the frozen tomb
looks like a muddy footprint, toe pointed
toward the highway, corpses lining
the perimeter-the only evidence
that providence lies buried somewhere
underneath 28,800 acre-feet 2
of recreational water storage.
They're still there,
floating bloated in the Idaho
sun.
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They'll bob all afternoon, but
overnight the surface water
freezes, solidifying
each carcass a little farther away
from the others, like continents.
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THE TEST
by

Jordan Meier

Nick awoke to a screeching alarm clock rapidly dragging
him out of his dream. It had been a good dream, too. Gabby. Yes. Gabby had been in it. Nick tried to remember
more, but couldn't. He sighed and stepped into his ratty
blue slippers, the terrycloth feeling rough against the bottom of his feet. Everything today seemed to be exaggerated: the light slipping into his room through the slits in
the blinds felt like ultra-violet lasers, burning the hairs off
his forearms . His room seemed especially messy-every
dust mote had its own identity, its own purpose. His jaw
hurt, probably from grinding his teeth. The third step on
the way downstairs seemed to creak louder than it had
last night. He could hear the television perfectly- not the
usual drone he awoke to every other day.
His mother was making breakfast. She had already laid
pancakes on a ceramic plate in front of the chair Nick usually sat in. She had set the table for five, as she usually did,
as if Greg was going to step through the front door and
join them. Nick wanted to tell her to stop-Greg was gone.
127

_They'd never hear from him again. That was life. They had
to get over it.
"I thought you could go ahead and start," his mom said,
watching Nick stare blankly at the plate in front of him.
"Today's the big day. Need a big breakfast so you can do
your best, huh?"
Nick slid into the wooden seat, the coldness of the
hard surface seeping through his pajama pants.
"Syrup?" she asked. She stood over him eagerly.
"I'm not really hungry," Nick told her. He pushed the
plate away. "I think I'll be good with some juice."
He could see he had injured her a little-she only wanted to help-but what good was it now? It wasn't like eating a huge breakfast was going to make Nick perform any
better on the test. He knew she wanted to avoid another
Greg situation, but she wasn't going to help Nick at all. It
just put more pressure on him.
"Do you feel like you're ready?"
Nick's sister, Allie, walked into the kitchen. She sat
next to Nick and poured some juice into his cup.
"I think so," Nick replied. "I mean, I studied really
hard .. .I'lljust have to see what happens."
"Do you want to go over some stuff before we leave?"
his mom asked. "Algebra? Calculus? Geometry? I
know those were the ones that got you hung up
the most."
Nick felt his impatience with his mother grow to pure
anger. Could she just leave him alone for a second?
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He wasn't in the mood for his overbearing mother to
put pressure on him. He had enough pressure. From
Gabby, his father, Allie. It didn't matter what he studied; he knew what he'd be tested on, but he didn't know
where he was going after the test. No one knew. The unknown scared Nick more than anything, but he couldn't
tell anyone. He had to cope with it- this was the way
things were now.
"I don't need help, Mom," Nick said sharply, his voice
a piece of jagged glass. "I just need some quiet before we
have to leave! Is that too much to ask?"
He couldn't look at his mother- he knew he had
crossed the line. Her chin quivered, a promise of tears to
come.
"You know how much it hurt when Greg-" she stopped,
gasping, fighting the urge to break down. She let out a
long, pain-filled sob. "I can't- I can't do it- I can't do it
again." She ran out of the room, her hand over her mouth,
muffling her cries.
Nick's dad sauntered in shortly after his mother disappeared.
"This is an emotional day for your mother, Nick," he
said in his deep, baritone voice. He rested his hand on
Nick's shoulder. "It's an emotional day for all ofus."
"I'm going to get dressed, " Nick said, and with one swift
movement, he was out of the kitchen and up the stairs,
leaving his breakfast to grow cold.
"Here we are," Nick's dad announced. The rain pat129

tered lightly on the windshield, a white noise that could
lull Nick to sleep. He rubbed his eyes, blurry from lack of
sleep.
"Do you have everything?"
He patted his pockets. "Pencil, calculator, ID-yeah, I
think I've remembered it all."
He stepped out into the rain, the water seeping down
the back of his shirt. He felt numb all over-he didn't care
if he got soaked. What did it matter in the end, anyway?
His father rolled the window down. "Good luck, son,"
he said. "We'll be back to get you at seven."
The proctor stood in the front of the room, wearing a suit
and tie. Nick saw Gabby being escorted to her cubicle. He
saw John Reynolds, his friend from the first grade, and
waved nervously at him. The line was getting shorter.
There was a half an hour before the test. In front of him
was Whitney Miller, who had given Nick a valentine in the
third grade and had been his first girlfriend several years
later. She was shaking, her whole body a quivery mass,
ready to fall apart at any moment. The guard at the door
took her shoes and looked at her palms. He patted down
her pockets and made her empty them. Whitney cried silently, her tears sliding down her face and onto the floor,
splashing as they hit the tile.
Soon, Nick was being escorted to his cubicle. He put
the headphones on first, adjusting them carefully, to be
sure to hear absolutely everything clearly. He got out his
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pencils and his calculator and set them on the desk in
front of him. Now, all there was left to do was wait.
"I'm Mr. Morris Howley," the voice in the headphones
said. It was the proctor-Nick recognized him from his
father's dentist office. "The test will start in two minutes.
Every section is timed. Every test is different to ensure that
cheating does not occur. When you are given your test,
you will wait until my word to start. There will be one five
minute break and one thirty-minute break, during which
you will eat lunch. You may not speak to anyone during
this entire process. Failure to comply to these rules will
result in automatic failure. "
Nick's palms were damp. He rocked back and forth on
his chair, attempting to calm his nerves. A hand dropped
a paper through the slot, and almost instantly, Nick heard,
"You may begin."
Gabby and Nick waited anxiously with the others. Now
that the test was completed, they were able to talk to each
other. No one said much-they were mentally weak from
the test and emotionally weak for what lay ahead of them.
"You have to promise me that you passed," Nick said to
Gabby. "You have to be here with me."
Gabby closed her eyes. "I wish I could," she said. He
enveloped her in his arms and held her. He breathed in
her scent, making a memory of vanilla and peppermint.
He tried to imprint the color of her eyes in his memory,
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just in case. They were sea-foam green with glints of gold
in them, near the pupil.
At 6:55 the parents were allowed to come in and join
their children. Parents hustled to their sons and daughters, asking them too many questions at once. The quiet
of the hall erupted into a frenzy of nervous chatter. Nick
saw his father making his way down the hall without his
mother.
"Where's Mom?" he asked as his father approached.
"She couldn't deal with it," he said. "Being hereGreg-it was too much for her. She'll see you when we
get home."
Reality was starting to set in. Nick's future was to be
determined in less than five minutes. What would he do
if he failed? What if Gabby failed?
Nick loved everything about Gabby. He loved the way she
ate corn on the cob-in a circle, instead of in long rows.
He loved the way her eyes were the exact color of mint
ice-cream. He loved how she volunteered at the hospital,
helping old people. He loved (and hated) how she cried after work, feeling the loneliness of those who never got any
visitors. He loved the way her upper lip twitched when she
was concentrating on something. He loved that she loved
animals. Twice, she had taken in orphan cats and nursed
them back to health. She road horses on the weekends,
and she mesmerized Nick with the way she could stand so
close to that strong animal, and be so gentle with it, clean132

ing out its hooves and brushing its mane with such precision. He loved the way she treated her family with the
utmost respect. He loved the way she helped her brothers
with homework, the way she made her dad dinner when
he was going to be home late, the way she offered to baby-sit on Friday nights when her parents went off to their
seminars. He loved the way her front tooth was a little
crooked, and that she refused to get it fixed, even though
Nick's father offered to fix it for free. She claimed, "It gives
me character." He loved the way her hand fit effortless in
his. He admired her compassion and devotion . These
days, people didn't have the kind of compassion that Gabby had. Gabby still cared about people. She wasn't looking to get ahead with money or fame . She wanted to just
be a good person. She wanted to be someone to whom
others could turn. Her warmness, her affection-it was
something that Nick wanted to bottle and keep with him
forever.
Before Nick knew what was happening, a lady in a
sleek black suit and a grim sense of self-worth in her eyes
walked down the hall cariying a heap of envelopes. Nick
held his breath as he listened to the click of her pointyhigh heels on the linoleum.
She stood in front of the students and their parents,
looking at her clipboard. She slowly brought her reading
glasses to face, letting them rest on her nose.
"Okay," she said, her voice like skin ripping across saran wrap. "I'll call out your names, and I will hand you an
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envelope. Inside are the results. We will open them after
they are passed out to all of the participants. Under the
results are instructions on what to do following the test,
given the results. If there are any questions, you may call
the number at the bottom of your letter when you arrive
at home. "
Nick's father gently set his hand on his shoulder,
squeezing it slightly. As more and more people got their
envelopes, the din of the hallway died down more and
more, until Nick could hear his heart pounding inside of
his chest. The lady called Nick's name, and he felt his feet
propel him forward, his hands grab the envelope, and his
feet propel him back.
The wait was over. This was it. Nick slowly opened the
envelope, his father looking over his shoulder.
"No matter what this says, Nick," his dad whispered,
"you're always going to be my son. I will always love you. "
Nick looked at the paper and held in his breath. On the
top of the page was his full name: Nicholas Wentworth
Carmichael. Under his name was one word: Pass.
Nick exhaled heavily and hugged his father. "Well done,
son," his father said into his ear. "Well done."
Nick looked over to Gabby. She was crying. Her mother had buried her head in her arms, shaking violently. He
didn't dare ask her how she did. He didn't know if he
could talk to her- he was too afraid of the results.
Marco Conursi 'smother threw herself at the feet of the
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lady who had distributed the results.
"Please!" she screamed. "There must be some mistake!
Please! They can't take away my baby! They can't take
away my baby! Please!" She collapsed on the floor, sobbing. The lady stepped over her and walked back down
the hall, saying nothing, reacting to nothing.
Nick looked at Gabby. She walked slowly over to him,
shaking her head. He took her into his arms, burying his
face in her glossy hair.
"I-I didn't pass," she said, on the verge of a new round
of tears. "I-I'm sorry-"
"Shhh," Nick told her, rubbing her back in circles, the
way she liked. "Shhh."
Gabby sobbed into his shoulder, holding onto his waist
tightly.
She nodded, then collapsed back into his arms. She
looked up again, sniffling. "I'm scared," she whimpered.
"What-what if I never find anyone else like you?"
"You have to find someone. You have to be happy. "
"How do you even know that I'll be allowed that, where
I'm going? How do you know I'll be allowed to be happy?
We know nothing about where I'm about to go. And ... and
I have to do it alone. Without you. Without my family."
Nick told himself to stay tough.If he acted scared, Gabby would have a sure breakdown. He pushed her dark hair
out of her face, and leaned into her, gently brushing his
lips against hers. They kiss slowly this time, making memories of one another, remembering the contours of each
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other's faces. They were saying good-bye without speaking. For a split second, Nick wondered how he'd be feeling if he had chosen to deliberately fail the test; if he knew
that his future lie with Gabby. He pictured his mother, her
swollen eyes dried not from comfort, but from lack of energy to cry anymore. She would shut down completelyshe sort of had after Greg-and Allie would be stuck with
a ghost of a mother. Allie needed her mother. There were
some things her father wouldn't be able to do or say quite
like a mother could. Nick couldn't hurt her anymore than
she'd been hurt before. He knew that he had to say goodbye to Gabby forever.
"Why?" Nick cried to his father. He could barely find the
words to say. His voice was low, raspy, pleading. "Why
does it have to be like this?"
"You know why, Nicholas," his father said calmly, his
hands gripping the steering wheel. "This is the way life is
now. We can't change it because you and your girlfriend
can't be together anymore."
"I want to know why," Nick said. "So- so Gabby isn't
book smart. So what? She's compassionate and beautiful
and funny. Don't those traits count anymore?"
"Nicholas, I know you 're hurting right now, but then
one day you'll see. You'll see that all of this is for a reason. It's for the greater good. Before all of this-we were
stuck. There weren't cures for cancer yet, and technology
was not progressing at all. It was at a standstill. Since the
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program started, scientific breakthroughs are occurring
daily. Technology is advancing at rates we have never seen
before."
Nick stared out the window. He couldn't look at his
father. A lecture? Honestly? What Nick needed was for
someone to understand.
"So you think it was okay for them to ship Greg away?"
Nick accused softly. He wiped his nose. He faced the
window as he spoke to his father, to keep himself calm.
"You think it was okay for them to take my older brother?
Mom's son?"
"We knew when we had kids that this could happen,"
Nick's dad said. "We blame ourselves for what happened
to Greg, but we don't blame the rules. We could have handled Greg's situation better, and we didn't. Those are the
rules, Nicholas. It's the law now-it's been the law for the
past twenty years. And for the most part, it's worked to our
advantage. They cured my sister's cancer in a matter of
weeks. And look-look at dentistry- if I had a bunch of idiots on my staff, we'd never be where we are right now. The
innovative technology we're using-it's mind-blowing."
Nick said nothing for the rest of the car ride home. He
hated his father at that moment. His father had no sympathy. He knew, deep down, his father was right- it was
the law now- but Nick vowed to never let himself feel the
way his father did- ever. He was never going to become
so heartless.
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Nick remembered Gabby's plan to save the rainforestswhen there were rainforests to save. He remembered
when she beat up a much older boy who made the claim
that girls were no good at soccer. He remembered the time
that she made fliers for her neighbors when their dog ran
away, and that she spent the day riding around town, posting them everywhere. It seemed unfair to Nick that his life
would have to go on without Gabby's spirit, her charm,
her devotion.
Nick walked through the door, his face grey and emotionless, like concrete. He trudged up the stairs and down
the hall to his bedroom. As he passed Greg's room, he saw
his mother sitting on his bed. Greg's room hadn't been
opened in years.
His mother immediately noticed his presence in the door
frame. She was holding his yearbook from a few years ago,
open to his soccer picture. He was smiling with a trophy
after his team won. Below the picture, his name and the
exact date was printed. "Gregory Carmichael. September
24, 2031."

Nick cleared his throat. His mother came out of her
trance. She closed the book, set it down, and focused on
the son in front of her. "How'd it go?"
Nick's face crumpled. His mother covered her mouth,
afraid to speak. Her eyes teared up.
"Don't you tell me-"
"I passed," Nick said quietly. "Gabby-" He was choking back tears. "Gabby didn't."
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The next morning, the crickets shrieked noisily, the moon
still shone in the steel grey sky. Nick lay away in bed, listening for the bus. He could her Gabby's mother, bidding
adieu to her daughter. He could hear the sobs of her father, who usually acted so macho that Nick was intimidated. He heard the roar of the engine, the halt of the brakes
in front of Gabby's house. He could hear her cries. They
broke his heart.
As he walked downstairs to the kitchen, he expected no
one to be up. His mother had left the front door open, and
he could see through the bay window that his mother was
embracing Gabby's mother, rocking her back and forth,
assuring her that Greg would take care of Gabby, and that
she knew, she knew, she knew how it felt.
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SO MUCH STILL REMAINS by JAMES EGAN
reviewed by

Courtney Price

In case you were wondering, it is not too late. So come, my
friends, and soak in an earfu l of sweet pianism brewed by
local keyboard-banging singer-songwriter James Egan.
So Much Still Remains is an eclectic collection of simple
but memorable melodies blended together by rich and
thought-provoking lyrics. One taste and you'll wipe the
foam off your face and ask for a refill.
To explain the talent of Mr. Egan (for those of you still
too hesitant to go to jameseganmusic.com and have a listen for yourselves) I can't stop myself from dropping the
name Ben Folds. Both artists have many similarities: from
knowing their way around a piano, to having nearly identical vocal cords, to writing songs about fictional characters
that somehow exist in all of us. A prominent difference
in Mr. Egan's collection is the lack of revenge Ben seems
to be seeking in his latest album, Way to Normal. So Much
seems to have a little more hope for humanity while exploring the quirkiness and conflict that makes us human.
The album's inspiration may interest lovers of litera143

ture. James doesn't exactly write from personal experience but from the experience of books he reads . When
asked about his musical muse James responded, "Most
of the ideas for this album came from a few of my favorite novels: The Brothers Karamazov, For Whom the Bell
Tolls , and The Heart of Darkness. Tim O'Brien's The Things
They Carried was the catalyst for "The Things We Carry."
There are plenty of other influences that it would be hard
to exhaustively list. Basically, anything smart on my album is due to these books."
This album is not only enjoyable to listen to, but proof
that English majors can do far more than merely edit
their friends' papers. So Much Still Remains is a passport to
explore things past written, things currently seen, things
about to happen. On listening you'll encounter some
homeless nuns and their view of the changing world,
you'll meet a disconnected operator, and you'll find yourself humming "Worth Waiting For" just about anywhere
you go. It's an experience all should have at least once.
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THE END
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Att in Springville, UT and at Ecl ipse Ga lle,y in Algoma, WI.

Austin Rory Hackett is just w1iting poet1y in hopes that Nata lie wi ll read it
and start returning his calls

Mikaela Lane Hansen was born and raised in Africa. She used to dream of
studying in some bea utiful di strict in the UK and being swept off her
feet by a handsome Irishma n. Instead, she made her way to Provo and
married a not-so-Irish (but sti ll very handsome) Ca li fornian.

Jordan Meier is a senior from Menomonee Falls, Wisconsin. She docs a
crossword puzzle daily and is a self-p roclaimed "pro" at Scrabble. She will
gt·aduatc in April and plans on doi ng something in d1c journali sm field.

Calvin Olsen is a senior majoring in English wid1 a minor in Portuguese.
He slatted writing poctty as a junior in coUcgc, fe ll in love wid1 it, and
plans to go after an MFA in creative writing. His work has been rejected
by numerous litcra1y magazines, including AGNI and Poetry.

Derk Dlthof was born in Palo Alto, California and raised in St. George,
Utah. He is a first-year MFA student in poetry and an independent singer-songwriter. His first album, The Price of Wings , was released in May
2008.
Sarah Quinn is a BYU alum (English '09) from Martinsburg, West Virginia. She recently completed a 50,000 word YA novel for National Novel
Writing Month and is expecting her first child in February. She lives
with her husband Brian in Pocatello, Idaho.
Shertok Samyak is from Kathmandu , Nepal. He is a senior majoring in
English witl1 a minor in editing, who loves guitar, soccer, and girls fluent
in French. Rabindranath Tagore singlehanded ly made l,im fall in love
with literature. He wants to meditate with poetty and live in fiction.
David Michael Scott is a Spanish and photography major at BYU and has
been working as a photojournalist since 2007 . For David, photography
is a form of communica tion much like writing or speaking. His current
body of work deals witl1 ghosts and aftereffects of trauma.
Tyler Singleton is a comparative literature student from Palm Bay, Florida.
He comes from a fami ly of six kids, four boys, and two girls. He writes
poetry and prose and hopes to one day have a small place right on the
ocean .
Kelsey Smith is not from anywhere but has spent time in Venezuela , Peru,
Jordan , Northern Virginia, and the Atlanta Airport. She is a junior majoring in English and minoring in Spanish, Latin American Studies, and
TESOL. She enjoys red peppers.

Miki S. Smith cats anchors zest with conundrums and talks trash whenever a fly lands. She takes swigs of poison and likes it. Her blankets overwhelm her, though they're only ttying to stave off cold feet. It is for this
she is gratefu l.
Jason Torfin was born and raised in Preston, Idaho. He is currently working on his bachelor's degree at BYU, studyi ng fi lm and English. After
graduation he hopes to pursue an MFA in creative writing, visit all seven
continents with his wife Julie, and maybe tty out for the un iversity pingpong tcam .
Houston Trueblood is a graduating senior majoring in illustra tion at BYU.
To him , few things arc more satisfyi ng than putting brush to canvas or
pencil to paper. Houston's artwork explores the visua l clements of texture and negative space, whi le his subject matter focuses on the experiences of the eve1y day.

Megan Trueblood is Houston Trueb lood's wifo. She's awesome.
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A literary journal brings unrelated work together. Each piece
has its particular baggage and point of origin, accent and style,
its own raison d'etre. Creating a cohesive space for these disparate voices to share is an important artistic process in itself
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